THE GREATEST 
I POWER ON 
I EARTH ! 




The Magic of Mind 



WERE the great personages of the past victims of 
a stupendous hoax? Could such eminent men of 
the ancient world as Socrates, Pericles, and Alexander 
the Great have been deluded and cast under the spell 
of witchcraft — or did the oracles whom they consulted 
actually possess a mysterious faculty of foresight? 
That the human mind can truly exert an influ- 
ence over things and conditions was not a credu- 
lous belief of the ancients, but a known and demon- 
strable fact to them. That there exists a wealth of 
infinite knowledge just beyond the border of our daily 
thoughts, which can be aroused and commanded at will, 
was not a fantasy of these sages of antiquity, but a de- 
pendable aid to which they turned in time of need. 

It is time you realized that the rites, rituals and 
practices of the ancients were not superstitions, but 
subterfuges to conceal the marvelous workings of nat- 
ural law from those who would have misused them. 
Telepathy, projection of thought, the materializing of 
ideas into helpful realities, are no longer thought by 
intelligent persons to be impossible practices, but in- 
stead, demonstrable sciences, by which a greater 
life of happiness may be had. 

One of America's foremost psychologists and uni- 
versity instructors, says of his experiments with 
thought transference and the powers of mind— "The 
successes were much too numerous to be merely lucky 
hits and one can see no way for guessing to have ac- 
counted for the results." Have you that open-minded 



attitude of today which warrants a clear, positive 
revelation of the facts of mind which intolerance and 
bigotry have suppressed for years? Advance with the 
times; learn the truth about your inherited powers. 

jQet This Free Hook Explain-* 

The Rosicrucians (NOT a religious organization) have 
been leaders in introducing the ancient wisdom of 
mental phenomena. Established throughout the world 
for centuries, they have for ages expounded these truths 
to those thinking men and women who sought to make 
the utmost of their natural faculties. Use the> coupon 
below — avail yourself of a pleasing book of interest- 
ing information which explains how you may acquire 
this most unusual and helpful knowledge. 

The ROSICRUCIANS 

(AMORC) 



■ USE THIS COUPON = 



Scribe G.K.D. 

The Rosicrucians, AMORC, 
San Jose, California. 

I am sincerely interested in knowing mere about this un- 
seen, vital power which can be used in acquiring the fullness 
and happiness of life. Please send me, without cost, the 
book, "THE MASTERY OF LIFE," which tells me how 
to receive this information. 

Name 
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visitor to the house that has murder for sole) 

DON'T TANGLE WITH THE LAW! 6 

Or you won't live lo tell the storyl 

CRIMINALS HAVE A HARD LIFE! 8 

They would have a much easier time if their victims were not always so 
determined not to be robbed. 
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Reducing .Specialist Says: 




LOSE 

WEIGHT 



where it 



REDUCE 

Hiwml the wsistllac. tltOSt OHV DO it of 

" " Mary 



Martin. Loaf ubwd the body With 

SPOT REDUCER 

Like a m>ik wan J, the "Spot Reducer" 
obeys your every wish. Moat my pert of your 
body where it is louse and flabby, wherever 
you ha vp extra weight and inches, the "Spot 
Reducer" can aid you in acquiring a youth- 
ful, slender and graceful fljrure The beauty of 
tab scientifically deeifned 
Seducer U that the method 
i* ao si on pie and easy, 
the results quick, •ore and 
harmless. No exercises or 
i tar vat ton diet*. No ateem- 
bathe, draff* or laxatives. 
Thousands have lost weight 
this way — in hip*, abdomen, 
km, arms, neck, buttocks 
etc The same method need 
by many* stage, screen and 
radio personalities and 
lea line reducing salon*. The 
"Spot Reducer" can be used 
In pow spare time, in the 
privacy of your own room. 
It break*, down fatty tat- 
■oca. tones the muscles and 
flesh, and the increased, 
awakened blood circulation 
carries sway wast* fat. 
Two weeks after using the 
"Spot Reducer." look in 
the mirror and see a more 
claanoraws. better, firmer, 
stammer ftcur* that will de- 
light yon. Yoa have aotta 
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the "Spot Reducer" Is sold 



MOM:V-UA(K CUAllANTKE 
with ft lO-fc.W FREE TRIAL 



ir the "Spot Re- 
ducer" doesn't do 
the wonders for 
yon as It has for 
•then. If yon don't 
lose weight and 
inches where yon 
want to lose It 
■Mat, If yon're not 
1N% dellshted 
with the results, 
yoar money will be 
returned at once. 
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MAIL COUPON NOW! 



THE "8 POT REDUCER" CO.. Oepi. S 82 
171 Broad St, Newark. New Jersey 
Send me at once, for 91 cash, shack or 
money order, -the "Spot Reducer" and your 
famoos Special Formula Body Massage 
Cream, postpaid. If I am not 10*% satk- 
flrd. my money will be refunded. 

Nasae „ 



CUPID SHOOTS A 
POISONED ARROW 



by LUTHER ROBBINS 



Posad photo by Gregg Steven* 




THERE was hardly a soul in the 
resplendent court of Louis 
XIV of France who did not 
know of the house in the rue 
Beauregard, But no one dared admit 
he had been there himself. For those 
who visited this strange haunt in 
the slum district of Paris came on 
business. 

And the business was murder. 
No one saw the ornate phaeton 
draw up before the dilapidated two- 
story brick building in the year 
1665, It was a dark, raw, murky 
night — and the streets were de- 
serted as the masked woman alighted 
from the carriage and darted rapid- 
ly into the doorway. She gave the 
bell-rope a nervous tug and her 
heart fluttered as the silent street 
seemed to echo with the harsh clang- 
ing of the bell inside. A moment 
later, the door was opened cautiously 
and the woman stepped into the 
darkened room on the first floor. 

By the faint light of a single oil 
lamps flickering from a bracket in 
the far wall, she made out the figure 
of a wizened old man standing back 
among the" thick shadows that en- 
gulfed the room. The quaver in her 
voice betrayed her apprehension as 
she murmured, "I have come to see 
La Voisin." 



One woman told another . . . 
about the funny little house 
on the Rue Beauregard. The 
old crone there had a cure 
for unwanted husbands . . ■ 



The man nodded and then was 
swallowed up by the blackness as he 
moved noiselessly up a narrow 
flight of stairs. 

A year ago, life had seemed secure 
and settled to Madame Brunet. Com- 
fortably married to a wealthy Pa- 
risian with court connections, her 
single serious thought had been con- 
cerned with marrying off her lovely 
daughter in proper fashion. Then 
(Continued on page 41) 

This is a fantastic house . . . 
a sordid/ filthy slum— and 
yet, out of each night's 
murky blackness comes a 
richer, a more beautiful, a 
more desperate visitor to 
the decrepit, creaking house 
that has murder for salel 
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Home 
Study 




to become a 

Criminal Investigator 
Finger Print Expert? 

FIND OUT NOW 

at our Expense 

You have everything to gain . . . nothing to lose! Here's your 
chance to learn at OUR expense whether you have "what it 
takes"to become a criminal investigator or finger print expert. 

With NO OBLIGATION on your part— mail the coupon 
below requesting our qualification questionnaire. It will be- 
sent to you by return mail. If, in our opinion, your answers 
to our simple questions indicate that you have the basic 
qualifications necessary to succeed in scientific crime detec- 
tion, we will tell you promptly. Then you will also receive 
absolutely free the fascinating "Blue Book of Crime" — a 
volume showing how modern detectives actually track down 
real criminals. 

Our Graduates Are Key Men in 
Over 800 Identification Bureaus 

So this is your opportunity! We have been teaching finger 
print and firearms identification, police photography and 
criminal investigation for over 30 years! OUR GRADUATES 
-TRAINED THROUGH SIMPLE, INEXPENSIVE. 
STEP BY STEP, HOME STUDY LESSONS— HOLD RE- 
SPONSIBLE POSITIONS IN OVER 800 U. S. IDENTI- 
FICATION BUREAUS! We know what is needed to suc- 
ceed — NOW we want to find out if you have it! 

Without spending a penny — see how YOU "measure up" 
for a profitable career in scientific criminal investigation. 
Mail the coupon today! 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 

. fA Correspondence ScSooJ Since 1916) 

1 920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 5 25-A, Chicago 40, III. 



INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCf 

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 575-A, Chicaoo 40, III. 

Without obligation ot expense on my part, send me 
your qualification questionnaire. I undeistand that upon receipt 
o( my answers you will immediately advise me it you think they 
indicate that I have a chance to succeed in criminal investigation 
or finger print work Then I witl receive FREE the "Blue Book of 
Crime, " and information on your course and the 800 American 
Identification Bureaus employing your students or graduates. 



RFD or Zone 
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FEMALE 
BEAUTY 

Round the 
World 




World's Greatest Collection of 
Strange' & Secret Photographs 

NOW you can travel round the world with the 
most darinft adventurers. You can see with 
your own eyes the weirdest peoples on earth. You 
witness the strangest customs of the red. white, 
brown, black and yellow races. You attend their 
Startling rites, their mysterious practices. They 
are all assembled for you in these Ave great vol- 
umes of the SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND. 

600 LARGE PAGES 

■tor* la the world'* Greatest Collection of Stn 



<t *DO la AOS NOIl of Cam*** 



n page Pi7 aquar* Inehea In eta*l 

1,000 PHOTOS 



Tou sail actual < 



Janan. India. %t(^ ThniiiVh the intimacy a 
wltneaa the exi.tic tial.lta uf every continent »"d 
Seat ruatom. of life nR <1 love In Ar 
--, hewlliterert hy thi-se larire na: 
tS, ineliifllnn !■<■' - - 



every quart er^o 




Specimen Photos 



1,000 Strange and Secret Photo* 



SEND NO MONEY 




H . v"l 

. M » ero.d-.y. O-e' New Yort. 15, 

1 send me "The Secret Muaeum of Mankind" (s I 

' srrat volumea bound together). 1 will pay pmlflua 

I SI i>iua poatas* on arrival. If In S daya I am I 

I not delimited. I will return the Hooka and you will | 

J refund my S1.B8. I 

' Addrvaa j 

| City •***» | 

• I — I CHECK HERE If you are encloalne S1.»S, thua ■ 

I I I Savins the mailing coat*. 

j Canadian 4. Foreign «***», *a.SO>n advance. 




DDN'T TANGLE WITH THE LAW 



The law has often been compared 
to a net, in which the feet of the un- 
wary criminal very easily become 
hopelessly enmeshed. How easy it is 
to get all tangled up when you come 
up against the legal guardians of law 
and order was demonstrated by a 
number of unhappy wrongdoers in 
the recent news: v 

* Edward Dobbins, Jr., of Philadel- 
phia, marched boldly into police 
headquarters to report that his car 
had been stolen. But he didn't march 
out again. When the desk sergeant 
saw the license number Dobbins gave 
as his, the complainant was promptly 
locked up. It appears that two differ- 
ent motorists. had been in the previ- 
ous evening to report that a car bear- 
ing that license number had collided 
with theirs, but that the driver, Dob- 
bins, had got away! 

* In Chicago, Frank Florino, an 
electrician, just didn't know enough 
to keep his mouth shut Brought up 
before Judge Victor Kula in police 
court on a charge of molesting a 
woman in a bar, Florino pleaded for 
mercy on the grounds that he was 
drunk. "Twenty-five dollars and 
costs," said the judge. "But, Your 
Honor," Florino protested, "I have a 
wife!" The judge glared. "A married 
man, and making passes at another 
woman? Thirty - five dollars and 
costs!" he snapped. Still Florino 
pleaded: "But I'm willing to pay for 
the woman's teeth!" A more threat- 
ening glare darkened the judge's 



face as he heard the victim explain 
that her tooth had been chipped in 
repulsing Florino's advances. "The 
fine is fifty dollars and costs," His 
Honor thundered, "And you still have 
to face your wife!" 

* John Thomas Smith of Birming- 
ham, Alabama, shot himself in the 
arm. He claimed it was not a suicide 
attempt, but the judge thought oth- 
erwise. Convicted on a charge of dis- 
charging a firearm "with intent to 
murder," Smith was fined $250 and 
sentenced to ninety days in jail. 

On the other hand, here are two 
examples of wrongdoers who man- 
aged to wriggle out of the meshes of 
the law's all-embracing net in ways 
of their own: 

* In New York City, a motorist due 
to be fined, along with dozens of 
others, for leaving his car stranded 
in the street after the big snow storm 
of last December, had his fine re- 
duced because he had helped out the 
judge in a previous case by acting 
as interpreter for a Russian traffic 
violator. 

* In Pittsburgh, Pa., Thomas E. Coll 
was picked up on a charge of loiter- ■ 
ing. Magistrate Frank J. Zappala 
learned that Coll had recently writ- 
ten a letter to several newspapers, 
praising the efficiency of the police 
force. "And how do you feel about 
the Pittsburgh police force now?" 
asked the magistrate. "I still think it's 
the best in the country," Coll replied. 
The loitering charge was dismissed. 
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64 Big Pages — Illustrated 
Poied by America ! Greatest Strong Men 
Contain i over 300 Strong Men Photographs — Muscle 
and Strength Charts and Diagrams Posed and Demon- 
strated by America's Greatest Strang Men! And be Sure 
to Read: 'The Way al a Man with a Maid' . . . 

HERE IS WHAT 'POWER-PLUS' GIVES YOU FREEI 
29 'HOW-TO' LESSONS FEATURING 

Boxing Instructions. . .Judo Instructions ... How to Wake Up Those Sleeping Gianl 
Muscles in Your Body. . .How to Develop Broader, Muscular Shoulders and Hard- 
hitting Power. ..How to Develop Steel-Like, Powerful Arms ... How -to Develop a 
Bone-Crushing Grip.. How to Develop o Deep, Massive Chest... How to Acquire 
Lithe, Strong Legs, so important in Boxing, Football, Baseball, Basketball, Dancing 
and All Sports. . .How to Attract All Types of Women (The Right and Wrong Tech- 
niques in Important Situations). . .The Way of a Mon with a Maid... How to Wear 
Clothes to Look Your Best... Color Combinations ... Good Health for o Clear Com- 
plexion ... How to Recognita and Use the Muscles thot Make You Tick!... The 
Secret of Acquiring Terrific Drive ond Energy from Chest and Abdominal Breathing 
...How lo Get Maximum Efficiency and Strength from Vital Muscles ... How to 
Streamline Your Stomach and Abdomen. . .How to Develop o Strong Neck ond Firm 
Chin Line... How to Develop Grace, Balance, Poise for Split-Second Timing and 
Coordination in Sports ... Learn to Eot lo Grow Strong... How to Build Your Body 
ond Keep It Fit... An Alert Mind in a Sound Body for Perfect Coordination... 
How to Make Walking Show You at Your Physical Best. . How to Perform Acr jbatic 
Feots...How to Correct Constipation Due lo Inactivity, Through Proper Exercises... 
How lo Use Dumbbells to Strengthen All Parts of Your Body... How to Keep a 
Record of Your Muscular Development. . 8 Inspirational Classic Poses by Tony Snn- 
sone. . .Aymon Ozon . , .Frank Leight. . Sal Crovot. . .Siegmund Klein Bert Goodrich 
Dan Lurie. . .Tange. . .90 Poses and Action Photos 
showing highlights of Joe Bonomo's Spectacular Pr 
fessional Career. 



LEARN HOW TO DEVELOP! 



• ARMS OF STEEL! , 

• POWERFUL LEGS! 

• DEEP MASSIVE CHEST! 

• MUSCLE-PACKED SHOULDERS! 

• BONE-CRUSHING GRIP! 

• HARD-HITTING MANLY POWER! 

• MIGHTY MASCULINE VIGOR! 

# If hiii sincerely wanl u mighty phyniqiie rippling with it leel- spring 
muscles. liard-hillinfE power, Joe Bonomo, national director uf Strong 
MenV Club of America, winner of the Daily Newn 'Apollo' content and 
starred by Universal Picture* a* the 'Hercules of the Screen,* creator 
of the sensational 'Master Power-Plus System,' will send you a copy of 
'POWF.R-PMIS' ABSOLUTELY FREE. 

'THE REASON FOR THIS AMAZING FREE OFFER' 

SMCA wants every boy and man in America to help make ibis nation's 
iiuinhotMl second lo NONE! Bead the partial list of contents and strength 
secrets in *PO WEB- PLUS.' Then liil in the coupon below, enclose only 
ten cents lo cover handling and postage, and mail today. But remember, 
'POWER-PLUS* copies are limited. We want fellows sincerely interested 
in tremendous muscular development and strength. If you will faithfully 
follow these strength secrets, 'POWER-PLUS' is yours absolutely free! 
Send for it NOW! 



JOE BONOMO 

National Director, 
Strong Men's Club 
<»/ America 

EARN THIS MEDAL FOR 
PHYSICAL ACHIEVEMENT! 




Also FREE Membership 

in the 

STRONG MEN'S CLUB of AMERICA! 

# SMCA want?- every lmy uml man hi America lo 
achieve peak muscular development and health! 
If you arc sincerely interested, mail the coupon 
at right (enclose only Hie fur handling and post- 
age I and receive a copy of 'POWER-PLUS' abso- 
lutely FREE— also your FREE SMCA Member- 
ship Card. Members enjoy special discounts on 
exercising and .-ports equipment. NO DUES! NO 
OBLIGATION! Mail the coupon al right TODAY' 



Send for your 
FREE COPY 
of 'Power-Plus' 
and your FREE 

SMCA 
Membership 
Card 
NOW! 



Joe Lioiiomo, National Director 

STRONG MEN'S CLUB OF AMERICA 

IH41 Broadway, Dept. BDG, New York 23, N. Y. 

I am sincerely Interested in muscular development. Pleuse 
aeini me ■> Ijsolntrly KKKE a copy i>f 'POWER-PLUS' and 
my FREE SMCA MEMBERSHIP CAK1>. I am enclosing 111,- 
lo cover handling ami postage. It la understood that If for 
imy reason I urn not satisfied. I will advise you and you 
will refund my ten cents, and let me keep my '"POWER- 
PLUS' copy and SMCA MEMBERSHIP without any obligation. 

NAME 

(PLEAHK PRINT PLAINLY) 



CITY ZONE. .. .STATE. 

AGE WEIGHT HEIGHT . . . 
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HERE'S 
ENTERTAINMENT 

44 you U6e itf 




ran pleasures for jour 

I collection' After bring banned for 
many years by censorship ' THE DECA- 
MERON is no* again available in a com 
plete, unabridged, unexpurgated edition 
Nothing Is too Intimate . . nothing taboo 
to the uninhibited pen ol Boccaccio Any- 
thing and everything goes in this master 
Piece of mirth and suice Beautlfullv bound 
Contains over 500 pages, including many 
* -'1-page, revealing illustrations This de 



lightf 



will h 



njoy life make you glad y 

alive. You'll never stop thrilling to It' 
Examine the DECAMERON 10 days FREE 
— Enjoy every one of Its intimate .revealing 
pages It yo.ire not absolutely delighted, 
return the book for prompt refund But 
don't delay! Only a limited quantity on 
hand — order your copy I 




MAU COUPON - SENT ON «t»f R0VA1 

ISTIAVON PUBLISHES Oept R-286 
111 Wail S7th It., Naw Yard 19, N. V. 

I Send THE DECAMERON by return mall In ■ 
plain wrapper. If at the end of 10 days I am ■ 
not absolutely delighted I may return book for m 

■ prompt refund. 

■ ( > Send C O D I'll pay postman only t3.M fl 

■plus postage. _ 
( \ I enclose U N Send book postpaid. 

I Nam* I 

I'UUf MMI PUINLVl 
| Addrttt | 

Zonf State ..--^J 
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The business of crime is one field 
where the "customers" do not always 
cooperate willingly. Criminals would 
have a much easier time of it, for 
instance, if their victims were not al- 
ways so determined not to be held up 
or burglarized. For example, several 
thieves encountered trouble recently, 
as reported by the newspapers. 

* In Philadelphia, a customer in a 
shoe repair shop held up another cus- 
tomer while the shoemaker was in 
the back wrapping a package. When 
the shoemaker returned, the hold-up 
man gestured threateningly and de- 
manded his money, too. Instead of 
obeying, the shoemaker grabbed up 
several pairs of shoes and hurled a 
steady stream of them at the thief, 
sending him fleeing into the night. 

* Another criminal who encoun- 
tered a shoe-throwing victim was the 
burglar who invaded the home of Dr. 
Clarence D. Smith, of Philadelphia, 
in the small hours of one morning. 
Aroused by her mother's scream, 
Barbara Smith, blonde daughter of 
the doctor, hurried out of her room in 
time to see the intruder rushing 
down the stairs. Picking up the near- 
est weapon, a chair, Barbara hurled 
it at the man. The burglar's knees 
buckled under the impact, but he 
kept going. Then Miss Smith scooped 
up an armful of shoes and began toss- 
ing them at the retreating thief. Her 
aim was good, and six of them landed 
on his head. He finally escaped 
through a rear window. 

* A young housewife of Brooklyn, 
New York, awoke at two in the 



morning to find a strange man beside 
her bed. She screamed, and her 190- 
pound husband woke up in the bed 
beside hers. Still in his pajamas, the 
husband chased the intruder to the 
street, caught him and began to ad- 
minister a thorough beating. The cop 
who came along at first arrested the 
husband, but then got things straight, 
and took the badly battered burglar 
into custody. He went to a hospital. 
* A young mother who tried rob- 
bery to get milk for her baby also 
ran into trouble, but it turned out all 
for the best. In Houston, Texas, the 
girl, an ex-WAC, hailed a cab and 
gave him a haphazard address. On a 
dark street she swung a pop bottle she 
had concealed under her coat and 
smashed it against the cabbie's head. 
It didn't knock him out, and she 
didn't have the nerve to swing again. 
Instead, he grabbed the bottle and 
popped her on the forehead, then 
called a cop. The would-be thief ex- 
plained to the police: "I didn't want 
to take all his money. Just five dol- 
lars to pay the room rent and give 
us enough to buy milk for the baby 
and a clean dressing for my hus- 
band's side." She had left her hus- 
band, also a veteran, in a movie house 
with the baby, so that he would not 
know what she was up to. A few 
months before the husband had an 
appendicitis operation which left him 
with an infected wound and unable 
to work. When they heard her story- 
the cabbie gave her five dollars, the 
police contributed ten more, and let 
her go. 
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ORDER BY MAIL-SAVE UP TO 50% 

ON GENUINE AGED IMPORTED BRIAR PIPES 
AND UNUSUAL SMOKERS ACCESSORIES 



Your dollar buys twice as much smoking pleasure and value when you buy 
these fine smokers' articles at these amazingly low prices! Many of these rare 
bargains are limited in quantity, so ORDER NOW— and SAVE ! 



Get Acquainted" 14 Sale! 




E-Z KLEEN Air Cooled Aluminum Pipe 

You've seen metal pipes like these priced 55.00 and 
even higher! My special price of $2.00 each, TWO for 
a penny more, makes (his pipe an amazing "buy"! 
Gleaming lightweight aluminum shank 
air-conditions rhe smoke. Special filter 
iraps "goo" and tars. A piece of paper 
Of cotton cleans this distinctive pipe 



$2?o 

1 for $2.01 



VENUS-ln Sculptured Briar 

Venus is a superbly sculptured 
pipe, made of fine, aged im- 
ported briar. Since each pipe 
is hand turned, no tw 
are exactly alike. About 
6" long and 
high. Swirl grained 
briar, polished a 
light shade of 
walnut and a 




real "col 
lector's" 



PERFECT SMOK- 
ING PIPE 



POT-BELLIED ASH TRAY 

It puffs when you put t»ut your cigarettes! 

I haven't seen a hand- 
somer, more unusual 
smoker's "friend" than 
this ft" high metal pot- 
bellied ash tray, in shiny 
bronze color. Watch the 
smoke curl out of the 
stovepipe when you dump 
your cigarettes into the 
ample stove. Features a 




real lid 
and 
handy 



$24? t 



Long-Stem "Abbey" Pipe 

Whenever tobacco smoke travels 
11%" through a pipe, you just 
know it's going to be cool! 
A relaxing friendly pipe, 
made of sweet-smoking, 
genuine imported 
briar. Eye-catching 
in appearance- 
wonderful to 




smoke ! Bowl 
Ht. 1%", 
Wt. 11/4 
ounce. 



A favorite with vet- 
eran pipe smokers! 



WATERMILl CIGARETTE DISPENSER 

An amazing replica of a real old-fashioned 
watcrmill. Turn the water wheel and — out 
bops a cigarette ! 
Holds more than a 
full pack. All 
wood, solidly 
built, hand- 
somely dec- 




— The Sensation of the Season! 

Sold for as much as $12.50 




These are rare "limited edition" 
ipes, for only the most perfect age- 
I briar can be used. Yg" thick howl 
s the smoke. Pipe length 5'/j". Bowl 
'/,". Bowl Diam. 2'/»". Wt. 2V1 02. 



Collector's TYROL Pipe 

A Mark Foster exclusive ! 

The driest smoking pipe 
I ever puffed on. Im- 
ported Briar bowl can be 
detached from all-briar 
shank. Finished in gleam- 
ing walnut color, waxed 
and polished. Gravity 
flow easily eliminated by 
removing bone plug in 
bottom of shank 6%" 
high. A stand-out in any 
collection. 




6% in 
high 

TYROLEAN 



LIMITED QUANTITY 
ORDER NOW! 



SEND NO MONEY 



FREE — JACKPOT MACHINE i 




With every order of S5.00 
or more. Just press the keys 
and watch the plums, cher- 
, bells, etc. go 'round, 
just like the "real thing," 
and just as exciting! 



MARK FOSTER 

Foster Products. Inf.. Denl. DF-122 
257 Fourth Ave.. New York 10. N. Y. 

Please send the items checked below. On 
arrival I will pay postman prices indicated 
plus small postage and C O.D. chaw. It not 
completely satisfied with my purchase. I may 
return It within 5 days, unsmoked for full 
purchase price refund. Please send ' Jackpot*' 
machine absolutely fret" if my purchase is $5.00 

"Venus'" at $2.98 

"E-Z KLEENS" at $2.00 (2 for $2.01) 

"DIPPERS" at $3 69 

"Abbey" at $2.39 

"Tyrols" at $2.95 

... "Pot-Belly Ash Trays at $2.49 

Wati-r-mill Cigarette Dispensers at $1.95 



Name 

Address... 



City Zone Stat* 

n Check here it you enclose full payment now. 
We uay postage and C.O.D. charges. Same free 
gift and refund offer. 



WOMEN IN CRIME 



The buxom beauty and 
the unhappy husband had 
been planning murder for 
a long time. In July Mrs. 
Tracy almost met her 
death in the same spot. 
That time it was supposed 
to look like an accident! 



When the man met the ex con 
in the bar, his nebulous plans 
began to take shape. Pretty 
soon he knew, he'd be able 
to marry his beautiful mistress. 




All photographs for this story war* 
especially posod for WOMEN IN 
CRIME by professional models, 
tography by Gregg Stevens and Gary 
Wagner. 



A PAIR of unsteady feet crunched and slithered 
in the loose, white gravel of an Iowa country 
road as a tall, slender man dragged himself 
painfully along. The man was hatless, and 
dressed in black. In the light of the blood-red 
moon of early October that hung heavily in the 
frosty midnight sky, the man and his shadow fused 
into one lurching, inky blot. 

But when he lifted his head to moan and cry at 
the silent fields, his face was white and glistening; 
and starting from a matted place in his hair, an 
ugly dark stain streamed down to cover one side 
of his face. 

Stumbling drunkenly, the man turned into a road- 
way leading to a farmhouse. He weaved toward 
the house, his cries becoming louder and his move- 
ments more frantic. It was just midnight as he 
reached the front door and fell against it, pounding 
with his fists. He waited for an answer as he drew 
in one tortured, rasping lungful of air after another. 

Within the house John Beebe, the owner, heard 
the frenzied hands beating against his door. Awake 
in a moment, he swung his powerful body out of 
bed and, lighting the kerosene lamp beside him, 
paused only long enough to slip into a pair of pants, 
coat and shoes before hurrying downstairs. ■ 

As he swung the door open and held his lamp 
aloft, he looked straight into a pair of wild, wide 
eyes which returned his look for a moment with a 
stare of almost insane horror. Then the somber- 
clothed stranger gasped with shuddering relief, and 
collapsed in the doorway. 

John Beebe picked up the man with ease and 
carried him over to a couch. He put him down 
gently and then removed the man's black topcoat, 
unbuttoned the jacket of his dark business suit, 
loosened his belt and tie. As he worked, the man's 
eyes opened. Sitting up abruptly, he cried. 

"My wife—she's been shot! Get help — please get 
help!" 



"Sure I know 
Reggie," the wo- 
man told the po- 
lice. "He comes 
around to see me 
pretty often. He 
wants to marry 
me. We love each 
other very much!" 



/ ktteu be bud something 
sinister in mind," THE 
STRIKINGLY BEAUTIFUL 
GIRL WHISPERED. "He 

said bed only need the rubbei 
gloves for one Utile job!" 



AND 
THE 
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John Beebe wasn't the man to 
stand and ask questions. In a moment 
he was cranking away at the old- 
fashioned phone on the wall, and in 
another he was talking with the half- 
awake sheriff of Delaware County, 
U. G. Utley of Manchester, Iowa. 

Beebe then turned his attention to 
the wounded man. He heated some 
water and washed away the dried 
blood on the man's head and face. 
His visitor lay quietly all the while, 
his eyes again closed. 

Soon there was the sound of a car 
swinging into the farm driveway, and 
Sheriff Utley and a doctor came into 
the room. As Utley saw the man on 
the couch, he could not restrain a 
sibilant exclamation of surprise. "It's 
Reginald Tracy, from Manchester," 
he said to the doctor. "He's one of the 
town's leading citizens." 

When Tracy saw the sheriff he 
began to babble incoherently about a 



hold-up and shooting. But as the 
doctor worked on his head he became 
calmer, and at last was able to tell 
his story. 

"My wife and I drove away from 
the Benny Worms place about 7 this 
evening," he said. "Benny's our 
adopted son, you know, and Mabel, 
my wife, was visiting him in the 
afternoon. I went to pick her up 
about six o'clock, as we were going 
to a party later. We hadn't gone very 
far when we were stopped by three 
men whose car was parked along the 
road They said they were out of gas, 
and asked if one of them could ride 
into town with us to get some. I 
agreed, and one man got in the back 
seat. 

"I drove about a mile, and then — 
without any warning — he hit me on 
the head. I was able to pull over to 
the side of the road and stop the car, 
and then he hit me again. I remem- 




ber hearing some kind of struggle, 
and two shots, and then my wife 
screamed. I was thrown out of the 
car. And when I came too, the car 
was gone." He paused, apparently 
exhausted. 

Tracy's eyes were filled with hor- 
ror. "I don't know how long I stag- 
gered around, trying to find help, but 
the first thing I knew I was pound- 
ing at the door of this place. I'm 
afraid my wife has been killed. I 
know something terrible has hap- 
pened to her." 

Tracy sank back to the couch, sob- 
bing. 

"Do you have a car?" Sheriff Utley 
asked Beebe. 

The farmer nodded silently. 

"Doc," said Utley, "you take 
Tracy to the Manchester hospital in 
my car, and then send it back with 
one of my deputies. I'll go out with 
Beebe and see if I can find any sign 
of the Tracy car or pick up any use- 
ful information." 

It was necessary to carry Tracy to 
the sheriff's car and, after the doctor 
had driven off with him, Utley and 
Beebe got in the Latter' s Model A Ford 
and rattled out over the rough road. 

"I don't know a thing about 
the murder," the beautiful 
temptress said coldly. "Proving 
things is your job, not mine!" 
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They had driven slowly for about 
twenty minutes when Utley pointed 
ahead. There, pulled over in a ditch 
along the road, was a sedan which 
Utley recognized as Tracy's. The 
sheriff jumped out and aimed his 
flashlight into the car's dark interior. 
Crumpled up in the front seat was 
the still, dead form of Mabel Tracy. 
There were two round, powder- 
burned holes in her dress just over 
the heart. 

Leaving Beebe to guard the car 
and body, Utley drove back to the 
farmhouse, where he made several 
telephone calls. The first was to 
Parke Findley, chief of the Iowa 
Bureau of Investigation, who promised 
not only to send a pair of his agents 
from Des Moines, but also said he 
would come himself. 

When the deputy arrived, Sheriff 
Utley took him to the death car, and 
told him to keep everyone clear of 
it. Beebe was able to go back to his 
farm for what sleep he could get 
during the rest of the night. Utley 
drove back to Manchester where his 
first call was the hospital. There he 
found Tracy, pale and shaken, head 
bandaged, but able to give an account 
of the tragedy. 

"The motive must have been rob- 
bery," said Tracy as the sheriff pre- 
pared to tell him the bad news. "My 
wallet is missing,- and about fifty 
dollars in it." He again described the 
entire crime for the benefit of the 
sheriff. "I noticed an out-of-state 
license on the car that stopped us," 
he said. "I don't know what state, but 
it wasn't Iowa." 

"Do you remember what the men 
looked like?" asked Utley. 

"Well, the light was so dim that I 
can't give you any real description," 
said Tracy, "but the man who got in 
my car was fairly tall and very dark. 
There was nothing unusual in his 
appearance." 

When told that his wife was dead, 
Tracy seemed' beyond any further 
evidences of emotion. He turned his 



head away, and the sheriff quietly 
left him alone. 

■QARKE FINDLEY, accompanied by 
JT State Agents Glenn Schmidt and 



They found the still dead 
form of Mabel Tracy without 
any trouble. There were two 
round powder-burned holes 
in her dress over the heart! 

Joe Burke, arrived by automobile at 
dawn. Sheriff Utley was at the death 
scene to greet them. "I've seen to it 
that nothing was touched or moved 
until you got here," he told them. 
"I've also had a posse of over one 
hundred men covering this part of 
the county on the lookout for any 
suspicious out-of-state car." 

The State men set about their task 
with methodical thoroughness. They 
went over the car for fingerprints, 
then proceeded to fingerprint the 
dead woman. Their next step was to 
examine the ground around the car, 
and to make impressions of the foot- 
prints and tire tracks they found, as 
well as to note the direction in which 
the tire tracks led. They were in the 
(Continued on page 66) 
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"/ don't know what you're 

talking about," THE RUTH 
LESS GLAMOUR GIRL 
SNARLED. "You cops are 
crazy if you think you can jjiu 
a murder rap onto my tail'." 



Watkins stepped forward 
and placed the woman into 
I custody. "I arrest you for the 
| murder of Clifford Ramey," 
he said with satisfaction! 




LOVELY Lela Ramey pushed her 
way through the high weeds on 
desolate Ten Acres, six miles 
northwest of Newton, Illinois. 
She stopped suddenly, cupping her 
hands to her mouth. 

"Clifford!" she called fearfully. 
"Clifford, where are you?" There was 
no reply. Only the twittering of spar- 
rows in the tree above broke the 
breathless silence of the autumn 
morning. 

A leaf floated down, red-gold in 
the sunlight, twisting and turning like 
a thing alive. Impatiently, Lela 
brushed it from her dark hair as she 
turned down the path toward the 
abandoned cabin. A shout rang out 
from inside the weather-beaten little 
shack. 

"Lela! Charlie!" came the cry. 
"Effie, come quick, I've found him!" 

Lela ran toward the doorway, 
reached it just as Charles Kibler 
came crashing through the weeds 
from the north. Together they stopped 
aghast at the scene which confronted 
them. 

Roscoe Hall knelt in the middle of 
the room. Before him, wedged be- 
tween two rotted floor-beams, lay all 
that remained of Clifford Ramey. His 
face submerged in a pool of crimson, 
Ramey 's outflung right arm seemed 
to point accusingly at the blood- 
smeared shotgun which lay only a 
few feet from his clenched hand. 

Lela closed her eyes to shut out 
the horror of her husband's death. 
Blindly, she staggered toward the 
door. Kibler caught her arm and 
helped the white-faced girl from the 
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cabin. Mrs. EfTie Ramey who was fol- 
lowing, caught the sobbing girl to her 
bosom, soothing her as best she 
could. 

"There, there, child! Don't cry so!" 
she murmured, and her eyes were 
wet. "He was my wonderful boy just 
as he was yours." 

Kibler left the two women and re- 



joined Hall beside the body of young 
Ramey. His care-lined face was grim. 

"No use callin' a doctor now," he 
observed tersely. "Looks like a sui- 
cide, don't it?- Wonder why a young 
kid like him would want to do a thing 
like that?" 

Hall shook his head without speak- 
ing. 




"The whole back of his head's 
blown off," Kibler continued. "Must 
have stuck the gun right in his mouth. 
This is a job for the sheriff, I guess." 

¥ ESS than an hour later on Friday, 
ll September 15, 1939, Coroner Har- 
rison Brown directed the removal of 
Clifford Ramey's body from the tum- 
" bledown cabin in which he had been 
oom some twenty-one years before. 

Jasper County Sheriff H. E. "Eck" 
Watkins questioned the tearful eigh- 
teen-year-old Lela and the little 
group surrounding her about the cir- 
cumstances of her husband's tragic 
end. 

"Mrs. Ramey," he inquired, "when 
did you last see your husband alive?" 
Lela Ramey bit her lip and dabbed 
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at her eyes with a soggy handker- 
chief. 

"Th-this morning, sheriff,' she re- 
plied. "He got up early, about five 
o'clock, and said he was going hunt- 
ing. He didn't come back for break- 
fast, and I began to worry for fear 
he'd lose his job. He worked in New- 
ton, on the W.P.A. Then Charlie came 
home alone. I knew something must 
be wrong, so we got Uncle Roscoe 
and Effie to help us look for him." 

"That's right, sheriff," Charles Kib- 
ler broke in. "Cliff and I always went 
huntin' about every mornin'." 

Sheriff Watkins studied the speaker, 
a wiry, grey-haired man who ap- 
peared to be about fifty. 

"Were you with him this morning?" 
he asked. "How did the two of you 
happen to become separated?" 

"Sure, I was with him — for a while, 
that is. He and Lela and Effie and I 
all lived together at my place. We 
spent a couple hours huntin' but didn't 
have any luck; didn't even fire a shot. 
Cliff started back to the house for 
breakfast, and I stopped off at Ray 
Brook's farm for a while. That was 
the last I saw of him up until this 
happened." 

Sheriff Watkins frowned. 

"What time was it when you left 
him?" 

"Must have been about seven- 
thirty," Kibler replied, "because I was 
over to Ray's place before eight." 

Watkins pointed toward the ground 
behind the farmer. 

"Is that Rameys shotgun there?" 
he inquired. The flooring of the old 
shack had been torn away for some 
time, it appeared, and the weapon in- 
dicated, crusted brown with dried 
blood, lay between two of the paral- 
lel joists on which the floor had been 
laid. 

"Yes, that's his gun all right," Kib- 
ler returned. "Poor devil! He was 
feelin' mighty blue this mornin', but 
I never thought he'd do nothin' like 
this. I never should'a left him." 

Watkins rubbed thoughtfully at his 
chin. 

"Do you have any idea what made 
him so depressed?" 
16 



Clifford Ramey started playing 
around with another woman, 
and that made his wife angry. 
It gave ideas to a couple of 
other people too — bad ideas. 



Since you are all living with Mr. Kib- 
ler, I can get in touch with you later 
if necessary." 

With heads bowed, the saddened 
group of Clifford Ramey 's relatives 
and friends filed out into the bright 
sunlight. Sheriff Watkins picked up 
the shotgun which had fallen from 
the hand of the dead man. A twelve 
gauge weapon, it carried a 2\ inch 
shell, from which No. 6 shot had been 
discharged. 

Near the spot where the gun had 
rested lay a half-eaten pear. Watkins 
picked up the fruit, on which tooth 
marks were still visible, drew back 
his arm as if to toss the core through 
the open window frame. He stopped 
the motion suddenly, like a sandlot 



'H left the ranch 
while Effie was 
gone," Le 
said quietly. 




Kibler scuffed at the ground, looked 
down at his feet. 

"You'd better ask Lela about that," 
he answered at last. 

Lela Ramey met the sheriff's glance 
firmly, but a faint flush returned to 
her pale cheeks. 

"Clifford and I had quarreled," she 
said. "He'd been going with another 
woman and we were separated for 
more than a week. I took Gordon, the 
baby, home to my family up north of 
Newton. Then Effie came to me and 
told me Clifford wanted me to come 
back. I did, because I loved him, but 
we both knew things could never be 
the same again!" 

"I see." The sheriff nodded sympa- 
thetically. "Well, I don't believe I need 
to ask you any more questions now. 




pitcher committing a balk. 

His right hand, still holding the 
pear, fell slowly to his side. He hesi- 
tated for a moment, deep in thought, 
then dropped the pear into his coat 
pocket. 

With the shotgun under one arm, 
Watkins hurried from the cabin and 
jogged down the path toward his 
automobile, parked at the edge of the 
deep rutted road. 

THE next day, September 16, 1939. 
a coroner's jury heard the testi- 
mony of the Rameys and their neigh- 
bors and returned a verdict of "death 
by gunshot wounds, self-inflicted." 
Lela Ramey and her mother-in-law 
made arrangements to bury Clifford 
on Sunday. 

Throughout the hearing in the 
Mark well Funeral Home at Newton. 



The wrinkled old fortune teller 
looked fearful as the sheriff 
flashed his badge and explained 
the reason for his surprise visit. 




Illinois, Sheriff Watkins sat incon- 
spicuously in a corner and appeared 
to take little interest in the proceed- 
ings. But when the inquest was over, 
he "went to work." 

Dr. C. O. Asher was brought to the 
Markwell establishment and asked to 
make another examination of Ramey's 
body before it was embalmed. 

"Please look in the boy's mouth, 
doctor," Watkins requested. "I've an 
idea you'll find something which will 
throw an entirely new light on this 
case." 

Dr. Asher turned to the corpse and 
probed about in the dead man's 
mouth. Suddenly he withdrew his 
forceps. 



"What's this?" he inquired, startled. 

"That," cried the sheriff triumph- 
antly, "is a half-chewed piece of pear! 
Can you imagine a man calmly eating 
a pear and blowing his brains out at 
the same time? I doubt very much 
that Clifford Ramey committed sui- 
cide!" . 

The eyes of the physician mirrored 
his amazement. 

"Now then, doctor," continued the 
sheriff. "Can you answer these ques- 
tions for me? Was Clifford Ramey 
shot from in front or from behind? 
And if from the back, would it have 
been possible for the boy to shoot 
himself with that gun?" 

(Continued on pttge 00) 




Lela screamed, and 
closed her eyes, to try to 
shut out the horror of her 
husband's sudden death! 

( IMuitrotlon by George Gron} 
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NINETY DAYS!" said the judge. 
Joyce McAllister, tall, dark 
and lovely, stood before the 
bench, her cameo features strik- 
ing even in a Reno courtroom 
where beautiful women are no novel- 
ty. She looked angry, and perhaps a 
little frightened. 

"But — but, your honer," she pro- 
tested, "I've tried to explain this is 
all a mistake. I was sure I had 
enough money in my account to cov- 
er that check. I've made the loss good 
. . Why . . . it's — it's unfair to send 
me to . . . jail now . . ." 

The judge was kindly, but firm. It 
might be true, he conceded, that the 
prisoner had acted in good faith; nev- 
ertheless, he had no recourse under 
the law. He was sorry, very sorry, 
but ..." 

Joyce was dazed. Someone took her 
arm, led her stumbling to a car and 
whisked her to the office of Ray Root, 
Warden of the jail and County 
Sheriff. 




Root was sympathetic. "You won't 
be too uncomfortable here," he prom- 
ised her. "Three months isn't forever, 
and one day you'll laugh at this ex- 
perience." 

A motherly matron slipped her arm 
about Joyce's waist. Remember, 
honey," she laughed, "you're here for 
a divorce, and this is as good a place 
as any to complete your residence 
requirement." 

Walking through the long, dreary 
corridors to her cell, the pleasant at- 
titude of sheriff and matron helped 
Joyce regain her customary compo- 
sure and poise. By the time the lights 
went out that night, she had adopted 
a philosophic view of her dilemma. 
She could even smile at the old-fash- 
ioned, coarse nightgown which was 
several sizes too large for her young 
slimness. Somehow the hardness of 
the cot did not bother her, and she 
thought drowsily, before drifting off 
into a sound sleep. "At least I'll get 
a three months' rest out of this." 

The fates must have laughed at 
Joyce McAllister at that moment, for 
they were weaving a tangled net for 
her, a mesh that was to entrap her in 
danger and horror and mystery. 

■WHE silence of an Egyptian tomb 
1 enfolded the Reno jail. A deep 



The girl's face was flushed with 
rage and indignation! "I'd like 
to kill the devils who taught her 
to use dope! I'd do anything to 
put them all behind bars!" 



black quiet, that formed a back- 
ground of fantastic terror for 
sleepless prisoners, hung over the 
building like a pall. 

Suddenly, a wailing scream, like 
the shriek of a soul in torment, vibra- 
ted and echoed through the deathly 
stillness. 

Joyce sat up in her cot with a 
start. The hideous awakening in 
unfamiliar surroundings filled her 
with a paralyzing fear. The unearth- 
ly yell again pierced the night. She 
leaped from the bed, rushed to the 
door of her cell, and, frantically 
shaking the bars, shouted for help. 

The horrible screech rang out a 
third time, louder, more blood- 
curdling than ever and subsided into 
sobbing, bubbling moans. It came 
from a cell in Miss McAllister's own 
corridor. Joyce kept banging against 
the barred door. "Someone's dying! 
Help! Help!" 

Wouldn't anyone answer her? She 
couldn't bear that sound again. 
Where, in God's name, was the 
matron? 




IS PROUD 

To present the true story 
of Joyce McAllister who 
risked everything, safe- 
ty, security, her honor, 
her reputation, her very 
life to help drive an 
underworld vice kingdom 
out of the city of Reno 
and into the jails from 
which s 
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leased ! 



7^ OFFERING 



Joy^y/UAIIister knew she was leaving her old care- 
free mm behind when she stepped into Reno's jail to 
serve ^Kree month sentence on a technicality. But she 
didn't know she was dealing herself into a double-crossing 
game of dope and love-for-money-dames ... A game in which 
one false step would buy her a concrete kimono to wear on her 
last rendezvous . . . with the sticky slime on the river bottom! 
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Joyce leaped 
bed, rushed to 
her cell, and, 
shaking the 
screaming wil 




"You got a nice build, kid," 
Nick said eying her up and 
down. Then he handed her 
the package. "You ain't so 
bad yourself/' Joyce smiled. 



with the alcohol and some towels." 

THE shrieking woman had once 
been pretty, Joyce could see, al- 
though now her black hair was faded 
and streaked by the cheap dyes she 
had used to hide the encroaching 
gray. Her worn body, tossing wildly 
from side to side, still showed traces 
of a former shapeliness, and her bony 
hands, clawing the air, had been 
graceful and slender. 

Within five minutes Joyce had 
calmed the addict whose bony fingers 
now clutched her hand tightly for 
comfort and support. 

In a dreary monotone, the sick 
woman began to mutter. "You're a 
good kid to do this for me ... I was 
once ... till he came . . . after that I 
wasn't so good . . . But it wasn't the 
men who ruined me ... it was the 
"stuff." Oh, God, I gotta get some 
"stuff" ... I'll go crazy without it . . . 
please get me some . . .just a "bindle" 
. . . that's all I want • . . just one little 
"bindle" . . . get it for me . . . I'll do 
anything . . . anything you say . . ." 
Tears flowed weakly from her faded 
blue eyes down her raddled cheeks. 
Then, exhausted by the demands of 
her tortured nerves, she fell asleep. 
Gently disengaging her hands from 



At last Joyce recognized, with re- 
lief, the vigorous stride of Sheriff 
Root approaching at a run. "Don't 
worry about that, Miss McAllister," 
said Root soothingly. "It's just a 
'cokie' who can't get her 'stuff'." 

"She sounds as if she's in agony. 
Isn't there something you can do?" 
Joyce inquired anxiously. 

The sheriff shook his head. "We 
sometimes give them alcohol rubs 
But the matron on duty is sick and 
went home. I'm afraid there's noth- 
20 



ing I can do. Why, I'm not even sup- 
posed to be here, in the woman's cor- 
ridor. But you sounded so frightened, 
I couldn't help answering your call." 

"Let me give her the rub," Joyce 
said impulsively. 

Root looked at her incredulously. 
Was it possible that this glamour 
girl, with her white, well-kept hands, 
would willingly go near a sick, delir- 
ious, drug addict? Impressed by her 
obvious sincerity, he unlocked the 
cell door. "I'll be back in a minute 




the clinging fingers, Joyce quietly left 
the cell. Filled with horror and pity 
for the wretched woman, the girl 
stalked into the office of the sheriff. 
She told him of her success in sooth- 
ing the pitiful creature and asked him 
if he knew anything about her. 

"Her name is Isabel McCracken," 
said Root. "Used to be a nice girl. But 
she got mixed up with a bad crowd. 
They led her into the habit and now 
. . . well, you've seen her." 






Joyce's mobile features expressed 
rage and indignation in every line. 
She burst out: "I'd like to kill the 
devils who taught her to use dope. 
I'd do anything to put them where 
they belong!" 

Sheriff Root studied the prisoner's 
face, now stormy with anger.. Then 
he paced his office for a moment, deep 
in inner debate. Finally he turned to 
her. 

"Did you mean what you just said? 
Would you really like to get the men 
who are responsible for 'Izzy' and 
thousands more like her? Did you 
mean it, or were you just talking?" 

Joyce hesitated. At once she guess- 
ed what he was thinking. Her face lit 
up and she spoke quickly. 

( Continued on page '54) 



Joyce turned on the sheriff. "You 
promised to let me see this thing 
through," she said. "And I intend 
holding you to your promise." 
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figure and red hair that ain't been 
ruined by years of cooking and scrub- 
bing and chores and raising his kid. 
Ten years I had of it and now that I 
ain't as pretty as I used to be, he's up 
and skipped with a woman who ain't 
had all the things to make her look 
old the way I have and — " 

"Look, Mis' Roderick," interposed 
McGrath gently, "suppose you start 
at the beginning. When did Frank 
leave and how do you know he's 
gone away with this other woman? 



THE woman in the faded cloth coat with its imitation 
fur collar waited impatiently in the Sheriff's office. 
Minnie Roderick was thirty-three, but she looked 
older, with the premature agedness of a woman who 
had worked hard and suffered much. Through the open 
door of the Sheriff's office, she could see the main street 
of La Honda dreaming in the warm May sunshine. It was 
just as she had always seen it since childhood, 
a sleepy California village dozing its life away 
in the rugged hills of San Mateo county. Be- 
yond the haze of sunshine which lay like a dust 
pall over La Honda, she could see the slopes 
where the various ranches of this typical cow 
country nestled out of sight and where life 
went on in the same way, day after day, year 
in and year out 

Presently, Minnie Roderick saw a portly, 
familiar figure coming up the street. She saw 
the man halt once to pat a little boy on the head. 
Then, before he reached the Sheriffs Office, he 
stopped once more to feed a lump of sugar to a 
cowboy's horse tied to a hitching post. 

"Well, Minnie Roderick of all people," boom- 
ed a jovial voice a few minutes later as the 
man's bulk filled the doorway. Sheriff Jim Mc- 
Grath had the whimsical smile of a man who 
pats little boys on the head and the kindly eyes 
of one who has time to feed sugar to a tired 
cow pony. "Haven't seen you in quite a spell. 
Mis' Roderick. At that, though, I was sort of 
figuring on riding out your way pretty soon. 
I got some business with that old man of yours. 
Nothing pressing, you understand, but — " 

"You waited too long, Sheriff, if you want to 
see my husband." snapped Minnie Roderick. 
"Frank's cleared out. Left me and the boy to 
shift for ourselves. That's why I'm 
here." 

The jovial expression dropped from 
Sheriff McGrath's cherubic features. 

"You mean- Roderick's left you?" 

The woman nodded, pursing her thin 
lips. 

"Guess he sort of got tired of me," she 
said bitterly. "I ain't as young as 
was, nor as pretty either. I might of ex- 
pected something like this when that 
red-headed gal came around and start- 
ed rolling her eyes at my old man. And 
it's just like a man to fall for a good 
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"Frank used to beat me and 
the boy," the woman said. 
"He'd pound me with his 
fists and knock me down. 
Once he almost choked me!" 



Did he tell you, or leave a letter?" 

"Didn't need to tell me he'd cleared 
out and he didn't need to leave it in 
writing so's I could get the law on 
him," she replied tartly. "All I know 
is that he's gone and so is his Sunday 
suit. It's been four days now. And I 
also know that he went to the bank 
and drew out most of his savings. 
And the red-headed gal's disap- 
peared, too. That puts two and two 
together, don't it? The feller over at 
the County seat, where I just come 
from, thought so, anyway and drew 
up this for me." She tossed a legal 
looking document on the desk in front 
of McGrath. 

The big man glanced at it. It bore 
that day's date, May 20, 1930, and it 
was a warrant demanding the arrest 
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ot frank Roderick, aged 40; occupa- 
tion, rancher; duly wedded husband 
of Minnie Roderick and duly regis- 
tered father of Philbert Roderick, 
aged nine. The Sheriff sighed. It was 
his duty to serve the warrant and 
apprehend Frank Roderick. Might be 
a tedious jo*b, serving that warrant. 
But behind the thought of having to 
track down an errant husband, the 
Sheriffs mind dwelt on something 
else. He had meant to see Frank 
Roderick before this, just as he had 
told the missing man's wife, and it 
was on a far more important matter 
than wife desertion. 

Next to murder itself, the most 
serious crime in any Western coun- 
try is — cattle rustling. In recent 
weeks an ugly rumor had drifted 
over the San Mateo hills and Frank 
Roderick's name had been linked 
with those rumors. There had been 
no direct, outspoken accusations, but 



for all of his easy-going, jovial man- 
nerisms, Sheriff McGrath could de- 
tect a subtle hint, and of late the 
hints had begun to transcend the 
subtle stage. In fact, not more than 
an hour ago the Sheriff had been 
contemplating riding out to the 
Roderick ranch for a little chat with 
Frank Roderick. Now this matter 
had to come up and complicate 
things. Sheriff McGrath detested com- 
plications and then all at once he 
wondered if — 

He jerked his thoughts back to 
Minnie Roderick. Through serious 
eyes, he studied her thin, drab fea- 
tures, clouded now with bitterness 
toward the m^n who had left her for 
a prettier face and a younger body. 

'I'll get busy on this right away, 
Mis' i\oderick," he said. "If you'll just 
give me the name and description of 
this red-headed woman, and tell me 
where she lives and — " 

"All I know about her is that she 
was selling things," interrupted the 
woman. "About a month ago, she 
came to the ranch with a bag of pot 
holders and paring knives and 
brushes for cleaning screens. I told 
her I didn't need nothing, but my 
old man was just coming in for din- 
ner, and he started talking to her. 
Before she left, he bought a pile of 
junk from her — a lot of useless stuff 
I've since thrown away. It was her 
red hair and her smart city clothes 
that turned his fool head. Those and 
the perfume she used." 




She's either crazy or 
h'"'g'" THE WOM- 
AN'S LOVER TOLD 
THE SHERIFF. / 

don't know anything 
about the way her 
husband died"' 



"Perfume, Mis' Roderick?" 

"Yes," Minnie Roderick said vehe- 
mently. "Her perfume. I ain't set eyes 
on her once since that day, but it 
was the perfume that gave her away. 
I smelled it on Frank's Sunday 
clothes lots of times since then. He's 
been seeing her regular. Even if a 
man's fooj enough to wear his Sun- 
day suit on week day nights, a wife" 
ain't fooled when he comes back with 
it smelling of perfume. And the same 
perfume each time. I might have 
thought he'd been going up to the 
County seat to chase around with the 

After days of relentless questioning 
the woman started to show signs of 
weakening. She was ready to talk. 



'He was shot," THE SHER- 
IFF, SAID, "and beaten 
over the bead. But that didn't 
kill him." THEN HE STOPPED] 
TO GIVE HIS STATE- 
MENT EMPHASIS. 
"He was buried olivet" 




fancy women. I've heard tell of hus- 
bands acting that way some times, but 
I wasn't fooled for one minute when 
I got a sniff of that red-head's per- 
fume. The dirty little husband-steal- 
ing—" 

The big man coughed loudly be- 
cause he didn't want to hear epithets 
falling from the lips of a respectable 
woman. 

"This'll be straightened out, Mis' 
Roderick," he said, "Don't you worry. 
We'll have Frank back here in no 
time at all, and when I get through 
talking with him, he'll be so ashamed 
of himself he'll wish he never saw 
that red head." 

"She can have him for all I care 
now," said the woman. "All I want is 
for him to support me and the boy. 
And from now on he can hire some- 
body else to do the house chores. 
If he's got plenty of money for hired 
help on the ranch, he's got enough to 
pay for somebody to do the work 
around the house." 




"Sure he has," said McGrath 
warmly. "And I'll see that he does 
it, too, Mis' Roderick — if," he added 
under his breath as the woman de- 
parted, "we ever catch up with him. 
If what I guess about Frank Roderick 
is true, he'll have put a lot of terri- 
tory between him and La Honda by 
this time." 

# * * 

FOR a long time after Minnie Rod- 
erick had left his office and taken 
her outraged wifehood with her, 
Sheriff Jim McGrath sat and pon- 
dered. McGrath was endowed with 
mental processes that made for 
shrewd reasoning. A kindly, jovial 
man, he usually masked his true 
thoughts behind a lively smile, al- 
though just now there was no smile. 
(Continued on page 50) 

When night came the diggers had 
reached 20 feet below the surface 
without hitting any sign of the well. 



Childish remarks from the 
boy indicated that as soon 
as his father had left the 
ranch, the handsome hired 
man had moved in to 
make up the deficiency. ' 





THE battle was still on when 
Deputy Sheriff Chester Allen 
crashed through the door of the 
bungalow. He had made the trip 
from Los Angeles courthouse to Gleri- 
dale at top speed and had apparently 
arrived just in time to prevent a 
murder. 

"Drop that knife!" barked the 
deputy, covering a tall, dark young 
man with his gun. 

Bleeding from head wounds, evi- 
dently inflicted by the blond giant 
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who had been wielding a chair, the 
man who held the bloody butcher 
knife dropped it to the floor, then 
screamed out at his adversary, 

"She's my wife. Jack Box! Mine! 
Do you understand? She's mine! And 
I'm going to have her from now on. 
You may think she'll get a divorce 
and that you'll get her money, but 
you won't! You haven't a thing on me 



any more. Not a single thing." 

It was now, for the first time, that 
Deputy Allen got a good look at the 
beautiful woman who had been 
cowering behind the man addressed 
as Jack Box. She was young — not 
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more than twenty-one. She was in- 
deed beautiful, with golden hair hang- 
ing down over her white shoulders 
from which her clothing had been 
rudely ripped. A long slit in her skirt 
attested to the fact that the knife had 
come close to wounding her. 

"You'll never get Jeanne as long as 
I'm alive, Alex," answered Box, wip- 
ing the blood from numerous cuts 
about his face and arms. "You fool, 
you would have killed us both." 
"Who's the husband here?" asked 
little perplexed at the turn 





things were taking. This seemed like 
something more than just an ordinary 
triangle. It was the girl who answered 
the question. 

"My name is Jeanne Rhodes," said 
the girl, her soft voice bespeaking her 
breeding. "This man, Alexander 
Rhodes, is my legal husband. Please 
forget all this. It will do no one any 
good, least of all myself. We can settle 
this among ourselves." 

"Who are you" asked Allen quick- 
ly. "Where did you come from? Who 
are your people?" 

i it matter?" pleaded the blue- 
eyed girl, "Can't you just forget all 
this and let us settle it among our- 
selves?" 

Deputy Allen was usually content 
to let quarreling families iron out 
their own difficulties, but he sensed 
that this was something different. For 



one thing, it was apparent to him that 
the girl had no use for the man whose 
name she bore, and that she was ex- 
tremely solicitious about Jack Box. 
He told the trio they would have to 
come along with him to the county 
jail and that he intended to file at 
least a disorderly charge against 
them. 

Jeanne Rhodes shivered and drew 
her skirts aside as she was ushered 
into the women's quarters of the Los 
Angeles county jail. She sobbed quiet- 
ly and sat apart from the motby ag- 
gregation of harlots and thieves, 
blondes, brunettes and redheads, who 
were playing cards and laughing at 
off-color stories. 

'This gal's too good for us all," 
sneered a half-drunken buxom bru- 
nette. "She's gonna git over that 
mighty soon." 

But Jeanne Rhodes did not get over 
it. Throughout the next few days she 
shunned every woman in the cell- 
block, and she obstinately refused to 
talk with the district attorney or with 
Deputy Allen. This was also the atti- 
tude of the two men who had been at 
each other's throats. 

But Deputy Chester Allen was- not 
so easily evaded. He started delving 
into the past of the mysterious trio. 
He found that Jack Box was a trusted 
and valuable employee of a local 
automobile concern, making a high 




What had started out as a little sore on ] 
Jeanne's lip grew to become a matter 
of great significance, because Jeanne 
soon died as a result of that little sore. 
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THE BLONDE WHO HAD 

ONCE BEFRIENDED JEANNE 
FINALLY BROKE DOWN 

AND TOLD HER STORY TO 
THE DEPUTY SHERIFF. "We 

were all pretty rough on her, 
and she didn't even know why." 



salary, and that he had been in Los 
Angeles, according to his application 
for work, but a few months. 

Alexander Rhodes, with all his dig- 
nity of a polished gentleman, was 
in many ways exactly the opposite of 
Box. In so far as Allen could ascer- 
tain, Rhodes had not worked a single 
day since he arrived in the city. The 
trio had all lived together in the 
Glendale bungalow, and they had 
made numerous friends, although it 
was Jack Box who issued most of the 
invitations to the parties which had 
been held there. 

It did not take Deputy Allen long to 
find friends of the strange threesome, 
and it was from them that he secured 
much of the background which he 
needed before he could hope to arrive 
at the truth about the near murder 
in the bungalow. 

"My wife and I were often at the 
Rhodes home," stated one of these 
friends. "Box and Jeanne were always 
the hosts. They seemed more like 
husband and wife than she and 
Rhodes, who would usually come in 
drunk and slink off to bed. But one 
night he came in with what was ap- 

The big brunette laced into the 
frail little blonde. "You dirty 
snitch! Why don't you keep your 
filthy blabber-mouth shut?" 



parent to us all, a woman of very 
loose morals. It was painted all over 
her. Box remonstrated with him. 
Rhodes took the woman into his room. 
We could hear too much, so we left 

"I liked Box and I liked Jeanne. We 
went there again, the night of the 
fight. Rhodes came in with a drunken 
woman whom he had evidently 
picked up on the street. Box tried to 
stop both of them from using vile 
language. 

"Rhodes got mad. He ordered us all 
to get out. He said Jeanne was his 
wife and Box had to leave, too. He 
said he was going to take her back 
to his old home in Jersey City and 
that he was going to see that she 
stayed with him." 

"She seemed to be in love with Box 
but she was married to Rhodes — is 
that it?" asked Allen. 

"That is it exactly," replied the 
friend, "and it was satisfactory with 
us. She was so sweet, so well-bred, 
so decent, and Box was such a nice 
chap. All of us just accepted the situ- 
ation and hoped she would find a way 
to get rid of her husband." 

Deputy Sheriff Chester Allen was 
not slow to take advantage of the fact 
that Alexander Rhodes had men- 
tioned Jersey City as his home town. 



That afternoon, in response to his 
wire to the chief of police there, he 
learned that Alexander Rhodes had 
eloped with Jeanne Taylor, only four 
monins berore. Jack Box, a prominent 
auto dealer, had also been missing 
since that time, having left behind a 
wire and tamily. Jeanne Taylor was 
only twenty years old, but as soon as 
she Decame of age she was to inherit 
$4u0,0uu. 

"JNo wonder those two guys were 
both after her," whistled Allen. "All 
that money, to say nothing of her 
good looks." 

With this information on the past of 
the three people whom he had ar- 
rested, Allen now had Jeanne Rhodes 
brougnt to his office. There he told 
her what he had learned, and after a 
spell of weeping the girl told her 
story. He had never listened to such 
an unbelievable yarn in his life, and 
yet, convinced it was true, he imme- 
diately related it to Federal Agent 
George Wheeler of the Department of 
Justice, with the result that Box and 
Rhodes were charged with a violation 
of the Mann (White Slave) Act and 
their hearing was set for Thursday 
afternoon, March 12, 1925. 

The Los Angeles afternoon news- 
papers found their way into the wo- 
men's quarters of the county jaiL 
When Ruby Wagner, the big buxom 
brunette read that Box and Rhodes 
were to be arraigned on the White 
Slave charge involving Jeanne 
Rhodes, and that the girl was being 
held as a principal witness, the big 
Amazon strode angrily across the cell 
block. 

"I knew you were a snitch," the 
woman snarled, then smashed her big 
fist into the little girl's mouth. "That's 
only a sample. If you don't go up there 

Jeanne always kept to herself. 
"She thinks she's too good 
for us, that's what," she heard 
her fellow-prisoners grumble. 



tomorrow and keep your mouth shut, 
I'm gonna shut it for you." 

Again the fist lashed out and 
Jeanne Rhodes, heiress to $400,000, 
cowered in the corner of the cell, al- 
most frightened to death as the huge 
figure of the mad woman convict 
loomed above her. Then some of the 
other women intervened. 

"Leave her alone, Ruby," one of 
these said. "She didn't realize what 
she was doing, and anyway them 
dicks have ways of getting informa- 
tion out of a girl like her when she 
don't want to talk. She isn't going to 
send her husband to the pen, or the 
other fellow either, are you, honey?" 

Jeanne Rhodes thought over the 
attitude of the women in the cell 
block. Was she right in appearing 
against Rhodes and Box? Wasn't it 
largely her fault they were both in 
this mess? She began to have a change 
of heart and somehow, before the 
court convened that next day, she 
had managed to convey this informa- 
tion to Attorney Willis Roth, counsel 
for the defense of the two men. 

Jeanne Rhodes had made up her 
mind not to talk. She had so far re- 
lated her story only to Chester Allen. 
She could deny its authenticity or 
that she had ever told him what he 
claimed. 

In court, Jeanne managed to get 
close to the defense attorney. She 
made a pretty picture and even 




"Aw, leave 'er alone, 
Ruby. It ain't her fault," 
another of the women 
prisoners spoke up. "You 
know the cops have a way 
of gettin' information out 
of a dame like that even 
if she don't want to talk." 

smiled assuringly at Box and Rhodes. 
The latter glowered back at her, 
Box smiled in return. 

The girl whispered to the defense 
attorney and he arose and addressed 
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Commissioner Raymond I. Tourney 
'Your Honor, I have been asked by 
Mrs. Rhodes to appear in her behalf," 
said the attorney.. "I have had no 
chance to talk with her. I want bail 
set so that she can be released from 
the pressure she has been under in 
that jail and so that I can see that she 
has justice." 

"Do you want this man to represent 
you?" Commissioner Tourney asked 
Jeanne Rhodes, and, upon being in- 
formed by the girl that this was her 
wish, he set bail at five hundred dol- 
ars and adjourned the hearing until 
Monday morning. 



The battle between the 
two men was still going 
on when the Deputy Sher- 
iff crashed through the 
door of the bungalow. 



Thus, genteel Jeanne Rhodes, never 
before in jail, had seemingly begun 
to assume the attitude of the crim- 
inal. She was not going to talk and 
send her man, or men, to the peniten- 
tiary, and unless she did tell her 
story, it was not likely a guilty verdict 
would be returned. 

The courtroom was crowded on 
Monday morning when the hearing 
was to be' resumed. Hundreds of 
(Continued on page 43) 



Out of a man and woman's forbidden, desperate love 
a fantastic scheme was hatched ... a scheme that was like 
quicksand — that sucked in three lives and brought 
them sorrow/ grim prison walls and sudden death! 





Louise thought she* hod I 
quite a load of dough |J 
minutes, but it looks ( 
going to lake seven Ion 
years for her to pay i 
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\ "That McKelligan dame isn't 
^ bad looking, I'll admit," 
# SHERIFF WEIL SAID. "But 
m I can't see why Johnny would 
W " <tnt to have anything to do 
with someone like her, I 
just can't see it!" 
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HIGH above the peaks of Yavapai 
County, Arizona, a wide-eyed, 
butter yellow moon drifted la- 
zily across the night sky. On the 
wooded slopes the pines and cedars 
whispered their everlasting secrets, 
and the warm summer breeze carried 
the sharp scent of the conifers into 
the busy streets of Prescott, thronged 
with Saturday night shoppers. 

In the sheriff's office the telephone 
jangled. Night deputy William Poul- 
sen answered, "Sheriffs office." 

"This is Ben Ward. There's been 
some trouble out here. Shooting trou- 
ble." The voice at the other end of the 
wire was tense with excitement. 
"Where do you live, Mr. Ward?" 
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"On Robinson Boulevard, near the 
Upton Oil bulk plant. The trouble 
was at McKelligan's." 

"We'll be right out," Poulsen prom- 
ised. 

The night deputy broke the tele- 
phone connection, then asked the oper- 
ator to connect him with the home of 
Sheriff E. G. Weil. Poulsen could hear 
the phone ringing. There was no 
answer. He hung on. The whirring 
noise continued. Finally a sleepy 
voice said, "Yes?" 

"Sheriff, this is Poulsen. There's 
been some shooting out at McKelli- 
gan's in Miller Valley." 

"I'll be right down," Weil said, his 
voice shaking off the chains of sleep. 
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specially posed for WOMEN IN 
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tos by Gregg Stevens, Stager of 

Globo and Gary Wagner. 

"Call Bert Savage. I'll pick him up." 

The tall, courtly veteran sheriff of 
Yavapai was noted for his gracious 
southern charm and his easy going 
good nature. Behind this exterior, 
Weil's mind, sharpened on many a 
mountain mystery, was as trim and 
ready as a steel trap. He had detected 
that overtone of anxiety in Poulsen's 
voice, and he knew that whatever had 
happened at McKelligan's, it was 
more -than a Saturday night brawl. 

Deputy Poulsen telephoned the 
news to undersheriff Bert Savage. 

Then he picked up a heavy electric 
lantern and walked down the south- 
ern steps of the courthouse to await 
Weil and the undersheriff. 

Across the plaza, the light fronts 
of Whiskey Row winked their invi- 
tation. Poulsen could hear the spurs 
of the booted cowboys jingling an 
obligato accompaniment to the rhyth- 
mical chords of a jazz piano. The 
shrill giggle of a dance hall girl 
climbed above the other sounds. 

The sheriff's big Cadillac, with its 
red light bristling angrily and its 
siren growling for the right-of-way, 
made the turn at Gurley and Monte- 
zuma Streets on two wheels. Bert 
Savage was with Weil. 

Poulsen raced across the courtyard 
and climbed into the rear seat. 

"Know anything more than you 
told us?" Weil demanded. 

"No. Ben Ward called in on it. 
That's all he said." 

The Cadillac picked up speed. They 
rounded courthouse square, dipped 
down across the creek, climbed past 
old Fort Misery, and then turned off 
Gurley onto Grove Street, the Miller 
Valley Road 



HE ATTRACTIVE WOMAN 
RAISED HER HEAD 
SLOWLY. "What kind of 
woman do you think I am?" 
HER VOICE CRACKLED 
AND BRISTLED. 



A MAN with a lantern was standing 
at the corner where Robinson 
Boulevard joins Grove. The sheriffs 
car slid to a stop. 
"What's happened?" Weil called. 
By the pale yellow light of the lan- 
tern, the sheriff could see that Ben 
Ward had been routed from bed. He 
was wearing a business coat over 
pajamas. The laces of his shoes were 
untied. 

"About twenty minutes ago, I heard 
some shooting over at McKelligan's. 
There were two, maybe three, shots 
fired. I got «p and I put on my shoes. 
Then I heard a couple more shots. 
By the time I got to the front door, 
Mrs. McKelligan was there. She was 
mussed up like she had been in a 
fight. She wanted me to call a doctor. 
I called you and then I came on out 
here. Johnny Robinson is lying dead 
up there." 

"What?" The three officers chor- 
used in unison. 

"Come take a look." 

They followed in silence. 

Fifty-four year old John H. Robin- 




son had lived in Prescott practically 
all his life. He was city manager, city 
clerk, and city police judge. He own- 
ed the Robinson block and was con- 
sidered well-fixed financially. Since 
his wife's death two years earlier he 
had lived quietly in the big house on 
Mount Vernon Street, making a home 
for his son, John Junior. He was an 
active church goer, a strong supporter 
of the Boy Scouts, and Robinson 
Boulevard had been named after him 



"Any man would have done 
what I did!" McKELLIGAN 
ROARED. "That was my 
own wife I was protecting!" 



to honor his name. He was popular. 

It seemed that Ward must be mis- 
taken. It was incredible that such a 
prominent citizen could have been 
involved in any trouble with the 
McKelhgans. 

Ward stopped beside a shingle 
roofed, brick walled well house stand- 
ing well back on the vacant lot 
Poulsen switched on his big electric 
torch and began to flash it around to 
cut the darkness. 




Louise McKelligan had recent- 
ly told a friend that she and 
her husband had a scheme in 
mind far getting rich quick. 



Somehow, the.woman had man- 
aged by a phone call to lure 1 
I the city manager to her home. 
[That was the first step. 



Ward had not been mistaken. 

The body of John Robinson, clad 
only in underwear and socks, was ly- 
ing face down. There was a bloody 
hole just below his ribs on the left 
side. The scalp had been torn loose 
i com the back of his head. He had 
been slugged with some heavy wea- 
pon from behind. 

Weil dropped to one knee. The 
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pulse was gone. Johnny Robinson 
was gone. Johnny Robinson was 
dead. 

The sheriff stood up. "Where are 
the McKelligans now?" he asked. 
For twenty years the dead man had 
been his personal friend and staunch 
political supporter. 

"In the house, I guess. That's 
Johnny's Buick coupe standing there 
in the middle of the lot." 

Weil swung to Poulsen. "Go over 
to Ward's and call the coroner. Tell 
him he better bring a jury. You come 
with me, Bert" 

The sheriff rapped sharply on the 
front door of the McKelligan home. 
There was no answer. He pushed his 
way inside. "McKelligan?" They 
could hear the sound of movement in 
the rear of the house. The two men 
waited. 

A moment later, a tall, rangy man 
in his middle thirties appeared in 
the doorway. Beneath his sandy hair, 
McKelligan's face was pale. His deep 
set brooding eyes burned with excite- 
ment. His shoulders sloped forward. 
He coughed, a rattling hack, the 



trademark of chronic lung trouble. 

"You shot Johnny?" There was a 
knife edge to Weil's voice. 

"I guess I shot him. Is he dead?" 

Weil's eyes held steady on Mc 
Kelligan's face. "Why?" 

"I came home from town. He was 
here forcing his attentions on my 
wife. We fought. He was too strong 
for me. And he forced me back on 
my bed. I grabbed the gun I keep 
there for protection and I hit him 
with it, but he didn't stop, so then I 
shot him. He ran out to his car. I 
WOMEN IN CRIME 




didn't know he was dead. I'm sorry.' 
"Where is your wife?" 
"Louise!" 

In a moment Mrs. McKelligan ap- 
peared. She was in her late thirties. 
Her slender figure was clothed in a 
light silk summer dress, which was 
spattered with blood, and her short 
bobbed hair was disarranged. The 
sharp lines of her thin face were ac- 
centuated by the excitement and fear 
lurking in her dark brown eyes. 

"Your husband tells us," Weil 
spoke softly, "that Johnny Robinson 
was attacking you." 

The woman's eyes darted to Mc 
Kelligan as though seeking direction. 
"Oh, is that his name?" she said. "I 
didn't know. Yes, he tried- to assault 



me. Engene came home just in time." 

Poulsen came in and put down his 
electric torch. 

"Take these people into town," Weil 
ordered. "Get a doctor to look at 
them both. Don't give them a chance 
to taHt together alone." He turned to 
face the McKelligans. "We'll want a 
complete statement from both of 
you." he said not unkindly. "Mr. 
Lyman, the county attorney, will 
probably take it tonight. What did 
you do with the gun, McKelligan?" 

"It's in on the kitchen sink." 

When they had gone, Weil turn- 
ed to his undersheriff. "What do you 
make of it, Bert?" 

Bert Savage shook his head. "It 
don't add up. How come Johnny 
(ContiitQied on page 38) 



The lovely Louise was Temptation Incarnate . . . 
Only a blind man could pass her by without looking again. 
So maybe the old boy did try! 




let, had at last persuaded her hus- 
band to go straight, to make a clean 
star? in some community where his 
past was not known. Still others 
hinted at something much more sin- 
ister. 

Whatever the answer, the police 
would have been glad to learn it. 
Ever since Prohibition days they had 
been trying to pin something, on 
Hoover — something that would stick, 
that is. But Hoover was a shrewd 
operator. On a dozen occasions he had 
been pulled in on seemingly airtight 
charges, only to set the author- 
ities back on their heels by non- 
chalantly producing an unshakeable 
alibi or easing out of the net pains- 
takingly woven around him through 
the loophole provided by a con- 
venient legal technicality. 

Had gangland vengeance succeeded 
where lawful justice had failed? Violet 
Hoover appeared to believe it had. 
On the morning of Friday, September 
21st, she presented herself at head- 
quarters, announcing unhesitatingly, 
as soon as she was closeted with 
Detective Sergeant Russell J. White: 



WHAT had happened to Don 
Hoover? During mid-Sep- 
tember, detectives assigned to 
keep tabs on the shady deni- 
zens of Sioux City, Iowa's Rialto, fre- 
quently heard the question debated 
in the course of their routine gin- 
mill and pool-hall rounds. 

The "wise" boys came up with a 
variety of answers. Some said the 



pudgy, balding, thirty-nine-year-old 
proprietor of the notorious Traveler's 
Hotel had lammed out of town to 
escape the hot-lead finish planned for 
him by one or another of the com- 
petitors he had outsmarted in his 
climb to alleged dominion over local 
liquor, dope and white-slave rac- 
kets. Others insisted that Hoover's 
attractive, auburn-haired wife, Vio- 



Rusty was like a story book 

redhead — fickle and 
fiery ... An arden sweet- 
heart — but a deadly ex- 
. . . She was a wild and 
tempestuous gal . . . But 
she'll cool down quite a bit 
in the next ten years — 
behind bars. They all do! 





in Kansas City and Minneapolis." 

"No luck there either?" 

"Not a glimmer." 

White studied his visitor closely. 
The shadows etched beneath her blue 
eyes, the tense set of her artfully- 
rouged lips, the spasmodic clutch of 
her fingers on the handbag — all these 
bespoke severe emotional strain, 
strain such as she had never before 
displayed during the questionings to 
which, as the wife of the city's Num- 
ber One Bad Boy, she had been fre- 



And from his prison cell, the 
man who fired the blast that 
killed Don 'Hoover will be 
thinking of his lady love, and 
he will be wondering if she 
was worth all this suffering. 



"I'm sure my husband has been 
murdered." 

White made no attempt to reassure 
her. He was a veteran of many years 
on the force, and he knew that the 
relatives of underworld characters, 
regardless of how respectable they 
themselves might be, did not enlist 
police aid, except as a last resort. 
Therefore, he merely said, his fea- 
tures and voice non-committal: "You 
have your reasons for making such 
a statement, of course?" 

Mrs. Hoover met his probing gaze 
squarely. "Of course," she repeated. 
Then, her lips trembling slightly and 
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her gloved hands toying nervously 
with the clasp of the smart black 
leather purse balanced on her lap, 
she told a story that certainly appear- 
ed to justify her fears. 

''A week ago yesterday — Thursday, 
the 13th, that is— Dan left on what 
he assured me was to be only an 
overnight trip to Yankton, South 
Dakota, where he recently bought an 
interest in a trucking business. And 
— she drew a deep breath. " — I 
haven't seen or -heard from him since." 

"I see," White nodded. "Have you 
made inquiries?" 

"Naturally. After a couple of days, 
I telephoned Mr. Zachary, Don's 
partner in Yankton. Zachary told me 
he was expecting Don, but he hadn't 
heard a word from him. I also asked 
around among Don's friends here in 
town, but they all told me they hadn't 
seen Don either. I even got in touch 
with some of his business associates 



White cleared his throat "Have 
you considered the possibility that 
your husband may have — " 

" — left me?" she finished for him. 
"Not a chance!" she said, shaking her 
head. A tremulous smile quirked the 
corners of her mouth. "You know 
how it's always been with Don and 
me, ever since the first time we met," 
she said. 

Again White nodded. He knew, all 





quently subjected. No doubt about it, 
''Rusty" Hoover was worried. Worried 
all the way from the veiled crown of 
her smart fall hat to the tips of her 
restlessly - swinging, high - heeled 
black leather pumps. 



right. One of the standing mysteries 
of police department and Rialto alike 
was the romantic idyll that had per- 
sisted for more than four years be- 
tween the tough, uncouth, far-from- 
handsome Hoover and this cultured 
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daughter of landed respectability. As 
one of the racketeer's sentimentally 
inclined associates had once observed: 
"Them two are like Romeo and 
Juliet or Gable and Turner — or 
something." 

"So it looks like a skiperee's out," 
White said, pursing his lips. Then 
he asked briskly; "Assuming that 
you're right and that your husband 
has met with foul play — do you know 
of anyone who might have had a 
motive?" 

Violet Hoover appeared to hesitate. 
"We-ell, there's Bill Zachary," she 
brought out at length. "Don told me, 
the last time I saw him, that he — 
Zachary, that is — has been hard- 
pressed for money lately. And since 
Don was carrying $500 in cash when 
he left home, Zachary may have — 
have killed him in order to get his 
hands on it." 

"I see," White said, making notes. 
"Can you think of anyone else?" 



Violet and Don -were the Ro- 
meo and Juliet of the under- 
world. It was hard to believe 
that Don would leave his 
"Rusty" without explaining. 



"Martin Corey," she answered 
promptly. 

White scowled. "You mean the 
boot-legger?" he asked. "Where does 
Corey get into the picture?" 

"He was supposed to drive Don to 
Yankton. He and Don quarreled at 
the time that Don told him he was 
going to buy into Zachary 's busi- 
ness," she explained, "but recently, 
they started seeing each other again. 
I don't know how they came to patch 
up their differences, but I do know 
that they rowed over Corey's fear 
that Don might have turned over 
such a complete new leaf that he'd 
feel it his duty to turn in all his for- 
(Continued on page 45) 
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would get mixed up with these 
people? I'd bet a saddle he never did 
it." 



Weil nodded. "That's the way I 
feel, but they've got a good story and 
they'll stick together on ft. Let's go 
back outside and see what we can 
find before the coroner gets here. 

■pHE dead man's coupe was parked 
X in the middle of the lot, front 
wheels cramped sharply to the left. 
Savage swung his torch on the Buick 
for a moment, then turned the bright 
rays down on the ground. 

Sheriff Weil had learned to cut sign 
on the open range at about the age 
when city kids are struggling with 
tops. He noted the clear tracks where 
the three officers and Ward had 
walked to Robinson's body. 

"Let me have that light. We might 
find something here." 

It was obvious the Buick had been 
driven around and around. The ma- 
chine had entered the circle at a place 
just opposite the McKelligan's drive. 
It was stopped now at the western 
edge of that circular track. Robin- 
son's body was lying about three feet 
outside the northern rim. 

Why had the Buick been driven in 
that curious circular pattern? Who 
had been driving it? Why had it trav- 
elled so close to Robinson's body? 

Suddenly Weil walked swiftly for- 
ward, carefully avoiding any of the 
existing footprints. For a full minute 
he studied the ground around the 
body. 

"This is peculiar. There are no 
footprints close to Johnny. You can 
see where we walked up. Ward must 
have come the same way the first 
time, but the tracks all stop at that 
spot. 

"I don't get it." 

"How did Johnny get where he is? 
He didn't walk." 

"He fell or was pushed out of his 
car," Weil said. "That's why it was 
driven around here. Come on, let's 
take a look inside." 

The Buick was in second gear. The 
ignition had been switched off and 
both doors were standing open. Rob- 
inson's clothes were spread on the 
seat, white flannel trousers, shirt, 
necktie, and a tweedy sport coat. 

Weil reached in and picked them 
up, one by one. Beneath the coat he 
found a forty-four caliber frontier 
model revolver. He lifted the barrel 
to his nose and sniffed. The gun had 
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definitely not been fired recently. 

Did the presence of the clothes in- 
dicate that Robinson had undressed 
in his car? 

"Take a look at that left hand door, 
sheriff," Savage called. There were 
two round holes in the upholstery 
which fined the interior. Blood mark- 
ed the steat and the steering wheel. 

Weil walked around the car, took 
out his penknife and dug into the 
torn upholstery. In a moment he re- 
trived a bloodstained, misshapen lead 
slug. 

"Johnny was killed here," he an- 
nounced with conviction. "McKelligan 
must have followed him out to his 
car. Johnny was trying to get away. 
He might have had his wheels cramp- 
ed for a turn, or he might have turn- 
ed trying to dodge McKelligan. At 
any rate, he started the Buick in a 
circle and went around three or four 
times before he finally fell out." 

Again the sheriff's eyes swung to 
study the ground. Footprints crossed 
from McKelligan's walk to the car. 
The same shoes had made the trip 
twice. 

"Let's go inside the house," Weil 
said. 

rrtE cottage was of frame and brick 
construction. The front room was 
sparsely furnished. They walked 
through this to the kitchen. There 
were two kettles of meat simmering 
on the stove. Automatically, Savage 
shut off the burners. 

A thirty-eight caliber police revol- 
ver was lying on the sink, Weil pick- 
ed it up, snapped the release and 
swung out the chamber. Three shots 
had been fired. 

Behind the kitchen was a small 
service porch, with a door leading 
out into the rear yard. A bench on 
one side of the room had been upset, 
and two iron wash tubs were leaning 
against it at a crazy angle. There 
were two splotchy bloodstains on the 
floor. 

The bedroom was in a state of com- 
plete upset. Blankets and quilts on 
the double bed were twisted into a 
heap. One pillow was on the floor. 
The sheet was stained with blood. 

The bathroom was next. There was 
blood on the tub and the linoleum. 

Weil pushed open a door on the op- 
posite side of the bath and then 
stopped abruptly. This was a third 
bedroom, furnished with a double 
bed and a single, and beneath the 
blankets three children were asleep. 

Weil backed out and pulled the 
door shut behind him. "Get Ward," 
he whispered, "and bring him in here. 
I want him to see those three kids 
asleep. Better call the juvenile au- 
thorities and have them send a ma- 
tron out." 

The sheriff walked back into the 
front room. Like any peace officer in 
a small town, he knew a good deal 
about the citizens of Yavapai County. 

Louise McKelligan had been a 
Prescott resident for fifteen years. 
Most of that time, she had been the 
wife of Morel Sardou, genial, hand- 
some manager of the Arizona Mine 
and Supply Company, The Sardous 



had had three children and were 
considered a happy couple, but two 
years before, they had been divorced. 
The reason for their matrimonial dif- 
ficulties had never been fully ex- 
plained. 

Mrs. Sardou had kept the children, 
and gone to work as an attendant at 
Fort Whipple, United States Veterans 
Hospital. 

Weil recalled that in January of 
this year Louise Sardou had married 
her present husband, who at that 
time was a patient at the hospital. 

Shortly after her marriage, Mrs. 
McKelligan quit her job, and she and 
her husband opened a barbecue meat 
stand on Montezuma Street. Eugene 
McKelligan spent very little time in 
the business, and his wife did most of 
the work. 

According to the local gossips, the 
McKelligans sold bootleg whiskey, as 
well as barbecue meat. There had 
never been any legal action against 
them, but the war veteran and his 
bride had lived on that fringe of so- 
ciety between respectability and the 
underworld. 

What was the connection between 
the McKelligans and Johnny Robin- 
son? Of one thing Weil was positive. 
The story told by die war veteran of 
Robinson's attempted attack had been 
manufactured from whole cloth. 

Mrs. McKelligan was an attractive 
woman, but there were many attrac- 
tive women in Prescott — women in 
his own social and church groups 
who would have welcomed Robin- 
son's attentions. Certainly there was 
no call for him to devote his favors 
to a married woman of Mrs. McKel- 
ligan's position. 

The condition of McKelligan's' 
home made it appear that a terrific 
fight had taken place inside, yet three 
children had slept through it Louise 
McKelligan had said that Robinson 
was assaulting her, yet her dress was 
not torn. 

Why was Robinson in his under- 
clothes? That one fact shouted a 
frameup. For, even if Robinson had 
acted with the intent alleged by the 
McKelligans, it was inconsistent to 
believe that he had undressed in his 
car, or that he had undressed at all. 

Savage returned, "Ward will be 
along in a minute. The coroner is 
outside with his jury." 

Bill Ward came in and was led 
through the bathroom. The children 
were still sound asleep. 

"Beats me," Ward said. "The first 
shots woke me and my wife, and the 
second seemed even louder." 

Weil nodded. "I think," he said, 
"we'll find the first shots were fired 
on the screen porch, or just outside. 
That's on your side of the house, 
away from the bedroom where the 
children are. The second shots were 
fired outside, closer to you." 

"Well," Ward said, "I never would 
have believed it of Johnny Robin- 
son," 

"I don't," Weil replied. 

They went outside together. Justice 
of the peace and ex-officio coroner 
Gordon Clark had impaneled a jury 
of six men and the coroner's hearing 
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was proceeding with its grim busi- 
ness. 

BY one-thirty on that Sunday 
morning of August 29th, the ma- 
chinery of justice had completed its 
specified motions. The body of John 
Robinson was removed to the Ruffner 
Funeral Home, and the coroner's jury 
officially decreed that Robinson had 
come to his death as the result of 
bullet wounds inflicted by Eugene 
Thomas McKelligan. 

Weil ordered Savage to drive Rob- 
inson's Buick to the city garage. "Go 
over every inch of it, then bring the 
clothes to the office. I am going to get 
Lyman and a court reporter and take 
the McKelligans' statements." 

Weil returned to his office in the 
courthouse. County attorney E. S. 
Lyman was waiting for him. 

"Your night man, Poulsen, called 
me." Lyman said. "I have notified 
Johnny's brother and his son. I 
thought I'd wait till you got here be- 
fore talking to the McKelligans." 
Weil nodded. 

McKelligan seemed eager to talk. 

"Suppose you start at the begin- 
ning," Lyman suggested, "and tell us 
just what you did tonight You under- 
stand, of course, that you don't have 
to tell us anything, and anything you 
do say can be used against you." 

"I ain't worried about that. I didn't 
do any more than any other man 
would have done. It was self-de- 
fense." 

"All right. How did it happen?" 

"We always cook the meat at night. 
I got everything started, and about 
eleven o'clock I ran out of tobacco, so 
I told Louise I'd just walk uptown 
and get me some. When I came 
back . . ." 

"Just a minute," Weil interrupted. 
"How long were you gone?" 

"About thirty minutes." 

"Where did you buy your tobac- 
co?" 

"Well, I had to go clear uptown. I 
don't know the name of the place." 

"What street was it on?" 

"I don't know the streets very well. 
I haven't been here long?" 

"You say you walked?" 

'That's right" 

"Do anything else while you were 
uptown?" 

i"No sir. I was in a hurry to get 
home and look after the meat, so as 
soon as I got my smokes, I went 
straight home." 

"All right. Go ahead." 

"When I got there, I saw this Buick 
coupe in the drive." 

"Did you recognize the car?" Ly- 
man asked. 

"No, I didn't think much about it. 
We weren't expecting any company." 

"Then what happened?" 

"Well, as I got to the door I heard 
Louise calling for help. I ran in . . ." 

Again Weil interrupted. "What 
door?" 

"The back door. I wanted to go in 
and out without disturbing the kids. 
Say, where are the kids now?" 

Lyman glanced at the sheriff. 

"They're all right. We brought 
them down town. They're at the 
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hotel and very well taken care of." 

"That's good. Well, like I said, I ran 
in the house and here was this fellow 
had his left arm around Louise and 
was holding a» bottle to her lips. I 
guess trying to make her drink. I 
tried to pull him away. We kind of 
went back together, and backed right 
into my bedroom. 

"I fell across the bed, with him on 
top of me. We were wrestling around, 
and my hand happened to hit the 
gun I keep under my pillow. 

"He was too strong for me and he 
was getting the best of it so I grabbed 
the gun and I hit him with it" 

"You grabbed him from behind?" 
Weil asked. 

"That's right" 

"And by this time was his back or 
face toward you?" 

"His face; that is, he was kind of 
sideways. I hit him with the gun a 
time or two, and he let go of me and I 
got up. Then he backed off toward 
the kitchen. 

"He said he was going to kill me as 
quick as he could get his own gun. He 
leaned down to pick up something 
off the floor and I thought he was go- 
ing after his gun. I grabbed him 
again. 

"I didn't want to shoot; he forced 
me clean through our bedroom into 
the next bedroom. All the time, I was 
hitting him whenever I could. We 
fought our way back, and when we 
got in the service porch again, he 
leaned down and I thought for sure 
he had a gun. 

"He broke away from me and I 
shot. I guess I shot two or three times. 
Then he ran out the door, and I heard 
his car start" 

"Did you follow him out?" Lyman 
asked. 

"Not right away. Louise, she had 
been fighting with him too. She was 
hurt and she wanted the doctor. I 
told her to go over to Ward's and 
telephone. 

"Then I went out and I could see 
that car going round and round in the 
vacant lot. I went closer to it. There 
wasn't anybody in it so then I 
thought maybe he had run off on 
foot. 

"The car wasn't going very fast, so 
I caught up with it and shut off the 
ignition. Then I went back into the 
house and waited until you came. 
Louise will tell you the same things I 
have." 

"T'M sure she will," Weil replied 
X enigmatically. "Before we talk to 
her, though, I want to clear up a 
couple of points. 

"How was Robinson dressed when 
you came in the door?" 

"Why . . ." Fear and uncertainty 
flashed across McKelligan's face. 
"Why, I never noticed, sheriff." 

"Did he have his coat on?" 

"Well, I couldn't say." 

"You were fighting with him. You 
got pretty close. Was he in his under- 
wear then?" 

"Yes, I guess he was. Come to 
think of it, I'm sure he was." 

"All right. Now after Johnny left, 
you say he ran out of your house. 



Did you hear any more shots fired?" 

"I don't remember any." 

"Did you follow him out and shoot 
at him?^' 

"No, sir, I only shot two or three 
times." 

"Was there anyone else around 
who might have shot at him?" 
"No, I didn't see anyone." 
"When did you reload your gun?" 
"I didn't" 

"Bill Ward heard five shots. There 
are only two shells in your gun that 
were fired. Either you reloaded or 
somebody else did some shooting, 
too." 

"I guess Robinson shot at me, then. 
You found his gun in the car, didn't 
you?" 

"How did you know it was in the 
car?" 

"I . . ." McKelligan stopped. "Well 
he said he had one. I guessed it was 
in the car." 

"Did you carry his clothes out and 
put them in the car?" 

"No." 

Weil stood up. "You can go to bed 
now. We'll talk to your wife." 

"You mean I'll have to stay in jail?" 

"I'm afraid you will." 

Louise McKelligan's story agreed 
with what her husband had told. She, 
too, had difficulty remembering how 
Robinson was dressed when the fight 
started. 

"How long had you known Robin- 
son?" Lyman asked. 

"Well, I didn't know him, not real- 
ly. Of course I'd seen him around 
town." 

"Did you invite him to come to 
your home?" 

The woman fixed scornful eyes on 
the district attorney. "What kind of a 
woman do you think I am?" 

"Had he ever been there before?" 

"Of course not!" she replied indig- 
nantly. 

"He wasn't in his underwear when 
he came in, was he?" 

"No, I don't think so." 

"Don't you know?" 

"Well, I don't think he was. I think 
he undressed just before Eugene 
came home." 

"Then you watched him undress?" 

"I couldn't stop him." 

"Did you run out and call for help, 
try to get away?" 

"I couldn't leave. I was afraid the 
meat would burn." 

Weil and Lyman exchanged amused 
glances. Mrs. McKelligan was taken 
back to her cell. 

The inconsistencies in the state- 
ments made by the McKelligans were 
obvious. 

"There's more to this than they are 
telling," Lyman observed. 

"They're both lying," Weil growled. 

"I'd say so, too, but Johnny can't 
tell his side of it, and in a case like 
this, a jury is apt to give them the 
benefit of the doubt." The county at- 
torney stood up and began to pace 
the floor. "This .thing is a setup for a 
smart criminal lawyer," he said. "If I 
try to prosecute on the evidence we 
have now, I'll get whipped." 

"I'll get you evidence," Weil prom- 
ised. 

"I hope you can," Lyman replied. 
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They went back downstairs to- 
gether. Weil said he wanted to wait to 
hear the undersheriff's report, and 
the county attorney went home. 



A FEW minutes later, Bert Savage 
came in carrying Robinson's 
clothes wrapped in a bundle. "I found 
the other slug," he said. "It was in 
the door, too. Both are thirty-eights. 
Doc Southworth says one went 
through Johnny's stomach and the 
other through his left arm." 

Weil repeated the main points in 
the story told by the McKelligans. 

When the sheriff had finished Sav- 
age spread out the dead man's clothes. 
"I got to looking at these in the gar- 
age," he said. "There's blood on the' 
belt buckle, inside and out. There's 
blood on in the inside of his necktie 
and where it was knotted, and blood 
on his shoelaces." 

Weil thought about this for a mo- 
ment. "Any-bullet holes in the shirt?" 
Savage shook his head. 
"That all fits pretty well with my 
idea," Weil replied. "I don't think 
McKelligan ever went to town. I 
think he was waiting behind the 
screen door when Johnny walked in. 
He clubbed him right then. As soon 
as Johnny was unconscious, they un- 
dressed him. That would explain the 
blood on the necktie and the belt 
buckle and the shoelaces." 

' ' Yeah , but why go to all that 
trouble?" 

"I think they were planning to 
blackmail him. In his position he 
couldn't afford any scandal. When he 
came to, they probably told him what 
they wanted. They had the stage all 
set. There were two of them against 
him, and they would both swear to 
the same thing." 

"Then why did they kill him?" 
"Knowing Johnny, I'd say he prob- 
ably told them to go to hell. He got 
up and tried to get out of there. They 
got scared, and figured it would be 
safer to kill him than let him get 
away. They smeared blood around 
the house to make it look like a ter- 
rific battle." 

"How are you going to prove all 
this, boss?" 

"I don't know how much of it we'll 
ever be able to prove, but we're going 
to work on it." 

At five minutes past ten, Robin- 
son's brother, Arthur, owner of a 
popular tobacco store on Gurley 
Street, entered the sheriff's office. 
"Did you find Johnny's money?" he 
asked. 

Weil shook his head. "There was a 
five dollar bill and some change in his 
pocket." 

"I mean his billfold. And what 
about his rings? They're gone, too." 
"Rings?" 

"Sure. You remember that diamond 
solitaire he wore on his left hand and 
that jewelled signet. Together they 
were worth about fifteen hundred 
dollars. He was in the store last night 
at eleven o'clock to get some cigars. 
He got to talking politics with Doc 
Barker of Phoenix. Johnny offered 
to bet two hundred dollars on the 
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governor's election, and he had more 
than that in his billfold. I knew, be- 
cause he gave Jack Smith two one- 
hundred dollar bills and asked him 
to hold the stakes. %he bet wasn't 
made, and Jack gave the money 
back." 

"You're sure of this?" Weil made 
no attempt to conceal his excitement. 

"I'm positive. Barker saw the 
money, Jack held it, and there were 
several other fellows in the store who 
saw it, too. He also had some tens and 
twenties in his billfold." 

"Don't say anything about this to 
anyone just yet. It may be the angle 
we've been looking for." 

Robinson had been gone less than 
five minutes when Bert Savage en- 
tered and tossed a canvas money bag 
on the sheriff's desk. 

"I guess the McKelligan's weren't 
as poor as we thought," he said. 
"Found that in one of the kitchen 
cupboards. Two hundred and eighty- 
six dollars and fifty-five cents." 

Weil dumped the contents of the 
bag. Folded together were two one- 
hundred dollars bills, two twenty dol- 
lar bills and three ten dollar bills. 
Change and loose currency in the 
bottom of the bag made up the ba- 
lance. 

"I found a box of thirty-eight shells 
up there too," Savage said. "A new 
box, with eight gone. There were 
three in McKelligan's gun. He must 
have fired all the shots, and then re- 
loading, hoping we wouldn't find out 
he followed Johnny to the car." 



TJY" late afternoon, the case was 
D cracked wide open. To add to the 
damaging evidence of the money, 
Weil had a statement from a friend 
of Louise McKelligan's, who testi- 
fied that Louise McKelligan had con- 
fided that she and her husband had a 
scheme to make quick money. 

Robinson's action on the night of 
the murder supported Weil's theory 
that Mrs. McKelligan had sent for the 
city manager. He had refused several 
invitations to leave his home, saying 
he was expecting an important tele- 
phone call. 

Deputies digging into the McKelli- 
gan background learned that Mrs. 
McKelligan had lured another Pres- 
cott business man into a compromis- 
ing position, and then extracted a 
payment of two hundred dollars for 
her silence. 

On December 13th, Eugene Mc- 
Kelligan was brought to trial and 
charged with first degree murder. 
Judge Joseph C. Jenks of Phoenix 
had been called to preside on the 
case. 

The prosecution made much of the 
McKelligan's past history, of the find- 
ing of the money, and of the fact that 
McKelligan had walked to town, in- 
stead of driving his car to get a can of 
tobacco; and that despite several op- 
portunities to retrace his route on 
that fateful night, he was still unable 
to locate the store where he claimed 
to have made the purchase. 

Special prosecutor Joseph Furst 
told the jury that the state would 



prove McKelligan had been hiding 
behind that screen door when John 
Robinson entered; that he had 
slugged the city manager uncon- 
scious; that he and his wife had then 
undressed their victim; and that mur- 
der had been their only out when 
the badger game failed to work. 

McKelligan tried to wriggle out of 
the accusations implied by the finding 
of that money bag by telling the jury 
that the money was his. 

The defense had imported Herman 
Lewkowitz, Arizona's most successful 
criminal lawyer to fight the charges. 

Lewkowitz dramatically presented 
the defense claim that McKelligan 
had killed to protect his home. 

'This man must be freed!" he 
shouted. "The sanctity of the home in 
Arizona must be upheld. There can 
be no middle ground. You, by your 
verdict, can serve notice to every 
lecherous, evil man in Arizona that 
their schemes to despoil innocent 
womanhood will bring swift pun- 
ishment. You can serve notice to the 
world that no matter how high a man 
may climb in public office, he will 
never be privileged to get away with 
what John Robinson attempted." 

After eight days of testimony and 
oratorical fireworks, the jury retired 
and promptly found McKelligan 
guilty of manslaughter. 

When the verdict was brought in, 
Judge Jenks disregarded all prece- 
dent and sharply criticized the find- 
ing. "The harm is done now," he told 
the jury. "Once more an Arizona jury 
has been swayed by the clever em- 
ployment of the unwritten law. Never 
have I presided over a trial where 
there was more-evidence to establish 
unequivocally that a very serious 
crime had been committed. In my 
opinion, the evidence demanded a 
verdict of first degree murder. By 
your leniency you gentlemen have 
disgraced the cause of justice." 

Judge Jenks promptly sentenced 
McKelligan to serve the maximum 
term under the law at the Arizona 
State prison at Florence. 

The prosecution went grimly ahead 
with preparations to try Mrs. McKel- 
ligan for her share in the crime. 

Lawyer Lewkowitz announced that 
in the face of the manslaughter ver- 
dict, no jury could possibly convict a 
woman who was only an innocent 
victim of the tragedy. 

But apparently the council for the 
defense got cold feet. Less than one 
month later he advised Mrs. McKelli- 
gan to plead guilty to her part in the 
crime, provided the court would re- 
duce the charge to manslaughter. 

On January 29th, 1927, Mrs. Mc- 
Kelligan's plea of guilty to man- 
slaughter was accepted by Judge 
Richard Lamson of the Yavapai 
County court. By her action, she 
cleared John Robinson's name from 
all suspicions of the scandal which 
she and her husband had manufac- 
tured to hide their vicious actions. 

One week later Louise McKelligan 
joined her husband in the Arizona 
State' prison to serve a maximum of 
seven years for her part in the city 
manager's death. 
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Cupid Shoots A 
POISONED ARROW! 



(Continued from page 4) 



Monsieur Philibert, handsome, dash- 
ing musician to the king himself 
entered her life . . . 

He had come at first as a friend 
of her husband, but as he returned 
again and again, Madame Brunet 
found herself caught up in an in- 
fatuation as irresistible and reckless 
as one would have more easily ex- 
pected to find in ner young virgin 
daughter. 

Then there came a day when 
Monsieur- Brunet took his wife aside 
and said, "Have you ever considered 
what a wonderful match it would 
make to have our daughter marry 
Monsieur Philibert?" 

With these words he sealed his 
doom . . . 

Until that moment, Madame Bru- 
net had been content to wait and 
hope. But now she dared wait no 
longer. Now to wait meant handing 
over the man she so passionately de- 
sired to her own daughter. So wait- 
ing gave way to planning. And plan- 
ning led to prompt and diabolical 
action. 

That was what had brought Mad- 
ame Brunet to 25 rue Beauregard 
this black, forbidding night. 

Before her stood a woman of mid- 
dle age, short and heavy-set with 
dark, expressionless eyes that stared 
fixedly at her. 

"I am La Voisin." The voice was 
flat and toneless. "You wished to 
speak with me?" 

And thus began the strange inter- 
view in which Madame Brunet 
poured out her story to the mysteri- 
ous La Voisin, sparing no details and 
baring her innermost feelings. Her 
voice was a hoarse whisper when she 
concluded. "I must prevent M. Phili- 
bert from marrying my daughter." 

"And how do you propose to do 
that?" 

Madame Brunet was unprepared 
for such brutal directness. She hesi- 
tated and finally murmured weakly, 
"I propose to marry M. Philibert my- 
self." Her eyelids flickered as she 
cast a quick, furtive glance at La 
Voisin to see if she grasped the full 
meaning of the answer. The strange 
woman's face revealed nothing, but 
her next question indicated that she 
had understood everything. 

"How do you wish to kill your 
husband?" 

# # * 

THE doctor could not adequately 
explain M. Brunet's violent stom- 
ach pains a week later. "You say he 
was seized with these severe convul- 
sions as he dined this evening," he 
pondered half aloud to Madame Bru- 
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net, "but you do not think the iood 
could have been tainted . . . through 
negligence of course?" he added 
quickly. 

"No, it could not have been the 
food," she answered slowly as though 
weighing the possibility carefully. 
"We all ate the same dishes, and 
everything was properly prepared. I 
know. I helped with the prepara- 
tions." 

Finally, the doctor departed, "leav- 
ing behind a medical prescription 
. . . for the sake of appearance. He 
need not have bothered The apoth- 
ecary never saw that prescription. 
Madame Brunet already had one of 
her own . . . filled out at number 25 
rue Beauregard. 

Late that night, Monsieur "Brunet 
smiled up gratefully at his wife as 
he drank the medicine she so solici- 
tously pressed to his lips Then he 
lay back on his pillow and closed his 
eyes in weariness. 

He never opened them again . . . 

It was not quite a year later that 
the wizened old man in the rue 
Beauregard sat down to dine with the 
sombre-eyed woman facing him 
across the table and cackled in a 
rasping voice, "And have you heard 
the news, good wife? This day has 
Monsieur Philibert, the king's musi- 
cian, taken Madame Brunet as his 
wife." His eyes glinted evilly. "Would 
you say it was a marriage made in 
heaven?" 

SUCH was the house in the rue 
Beauregard, dominated by this 
strange terrifying woman who 
passed under the name of La Voisin. 

Sometimes the clients were not 
quite so reliable. Madame de Sots- 
sons' impetuousity almost resulted in 
catastrophe. 

For several years, Madame de 
Soissons had been the king's favorite 
at court, occupying a special status 
that she could never have attained 
merely as the wife of the Due de 
Soissons. But then, Louise de la 
Valliere came to Versailles and 
everything changed. Louise brought 
with her a youthful, vibrant beauty 
that roused strong passions in men. 
And the king was by no means im- 
mune. 

Slowly, Madame de Soissons found 
herself losing favor in the eyes of 
the monarch as Louise de la Valliere 
received more and more of his atten- 
tion. But where everyone else could 
clearly see that the king's change of 
heart was occasioned by Louise's su- 
perior charm and beauty, Madame 
de Soissons refused to concede the 



point. Pampering her vanity Maaame 
de Soissons pretended that the pres- 
ence of her husband had discouraged 
the king, leading him to cast his fa- 
vors on the unmarried Louise. And 
so, with this idea developed to a fix- 
ation, she paid a visit to La Voisin. 

She left with a small vial of 
poison and a plan for its use. But 
unlike others, she did not know how 
to carry out instructions. She was so 
eager to do away with her husband 
as quickly as possible that she gave 
him the entire contents of the vial 
one evening in a goblet of wine. He 
died almost instantly. 

This was not what La Voisin had 
prescribed. The poison was to have 
been administered in small doses 
over a period of days. A husband 
must become sick before he dies, or 
else people become suspicious. 

The Princess de Carignan did be- 
come suspicious. She was the dead 
man's mother, and soon after the 
fatal evening, she rocked the court 
with the accusation that her son had 
been murdered by his wife. This was 
indeed a scandal, and for a time La 
Voisin's own safety was seriously 
imperiled. But Madame de Soissons 
still had considerable influence with 
the king, and so the matter was 
hushed up for the time being. 

How many deaths were planned 
or executed by La Voisin, is not 
exactly know. But the figure runs 
well into the hundreds and the evi- 
dence for each known murder is be- 
yond question- for it came from her 
own hps. 

They seized her Sunday morning, 
March 12, 1679. She was coming 
out 'of church in the Villeneuve-sur- 
Gravois district when the gen- 
darmes closed in and led her off to 
the Paris jail. Deep in the dark, 
sweating cellar, Nicholas de la Rey- 
nie, prefect of police, personally 
supervised the questioning. For 
three days, he hammered away at 
the stoic La Voisin — threatening, 
cajoling, torturing. But though her 
wild cries echoed fearfully through 
the stone corridors, she would con- 
fess nothing. 

It was only when they picked up 
gaunt, hollow cheeked Lesage, the 
woman's chief accomplice, and he 
talked freely . , . even eagerly, that 
La Voisin's own silence was broken. 

Before a special court she spun 
out her story, disclosing the impos- 
ing list of her clients, exposing all 
the sordid details of their personal 
lives and the crimes they had com- 
mitted. Nicholas de la Reynie sat in 
horrified fascination as the vast rec- 
ord of murder and intrigue unfold- 
ed before him. Nearly every impor- 
tant personage at the court seemed 
to be involved in one way or an- 
other. The list of murdered hus- 
bands alone reached fantastic pro- 
portions. 

What kind of action could he 
take? To bring the culprits to- trial 
meant exposing the whole corrup- 
tion of the court itself. And still 
coula* he just sit idly by and listen? 
Reynie knew he was walking a tight 
rope in his situation, but he proved 
equal to the job. 
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MADAME de Soissons was play- 
ing cards with her friends at 
home when M. de Bouillon, trusted 
king's minister, was announced. 
"This is indeed a most pleasant sur- 
prise, Monsieur!" the woman 
beamed, rising from her chair and 
going to him. 

"Yes, Monsieur?" 
The minister spoke softly and in 
a hushed undertone. "Madame, I 
have the unfortunate duty to in- 
form you that the woman known as 
La Voisin has, under police ques- 
tioning, referred to your name in 
connection with certain . . . ah . . . 
unpleasant events." 

The woman sank into a chair, her 
face bloodless and her lips trem- 
bling uncontrollably. Quickly the 
minister continued, "The matter has 
gone too far to be hushed up any 
longer. There is but one course open 
to you. Outside is a carriage with 
four swift horses. They can carry 
you to Belgium before the police are 
forced to act. But you must depart 
instantly. A delay means . . . the 
Bastille" 

Madame de Soissons never said 
goodbye to her guests. Before any- 
one realized that anything was 
amiss, she was well on her way to- 
ward the Belgian border. 

Day after day, Reynie found him- 
self resorting to similar subterfuges 
as one dignitary after another was 
implicated in the most serious 
crimes. Then suddenly, the trial was 
halted in the middle. Secretly, La 
Voisin was whisked from her cell 
early one morning in February, 
1680, and burned at the stake. 
Throughout the court people breath- 
ed easier. Those dangerous lips had 
been sealed forever! 

King Louis XIV of France was 
undoubtedly more relieved than any- 
one. It was he who had commanded 
the peremptory death of the woman 
for her testimony had take a dan- 
gerous turn. 

The story La Voisin never fin- 
ished telling, began many years be- 
fore in 1667 when Louise de la 
Valliere, then securely entrenched as 
the king's favorite, was injured in an 
accident. Crippled and disfigured, 
she now became .repugnant to the 
monarch who quickly retired her 
from the court. Into the void 
stepped the proud, statuesque Mile, 
de Montespan, considered one of the 
most alluring women of all France 
at the time. 

High-strung, hot-tempered, dom- 
ineering, Montespan made enemies 
easily. Deeply superstitious she 
turned to sorcery for protection 
against those enemies. From one of 
her handmaidens, Madame Brunet, 
she learned of La Voisin who had 
by this time won a reputation for 
magic as well as murder. 

For many years, Mile, de Monte- 
span reigned as the leading lady of 
France. But her age eventually be- 
gan to sap her beauty and warp the 
fine lines of her figure and then 
eighteen - year - old Mile, de Fon- 
tages, youthful, fresh and radiant, 
rame to take her place. A woman 
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as gracious as Montespan was not 
one to yield without a struggle. 

Late one night, masked and wrap- 
ped in a concealing cloak, she was 
admitted into the sinister presence 
of La Voisin. Wrathfully, she poured 
out her story, giving way to all the 
pent-up fury she felt against the 
innocent de Fontages. 

"I want that woman destroyed!" 
she hissed fiercely. 

La Voisin nodded soberly: 'That 
is not an easy task." she observed 
in her flat monotone. "The death of 
Mile, de Fontages would certainly 
arouse the king's suspicions. It 
would have to be executed in a most 
cunning manner. Give me a day to 
consider it. Come back tomorrow 
night and I will have worked out a 
plan." 

Montespan returned the next night 
and was handed a small sealed pack- 
age. "Here," La Voisin said quietly. 
"This package contains a pair of 
gloves. Find a natural way to give 
them to Mile, de Fontages. By all 
means, take care that you do not 
touch them yourself . . . for they are 
coated with a terrible, deadly poison." 

A week later Montespan was back 
in the evil two-story brick building. 
La Voisin welcomed her with lifted 
eyebrows. "Well? What has hap- 
pened?" 

Montespan fairly spat out the 
words. "Nothing has happened," she 
fumed. 'T gave Fontages the gloves 
as you instructed me, and for days 
I waited, scarcely able to contain my 
impatience. Then today I learned 
that she has had the gloves thrown 
away, untouched. They were not to 
her liking." 

"Then you have come for another 
pair?" 

"No. I have changed my plans. I 
am no longer interested in Fontages. 
If I am going to destroy anyone, let 
it be the one who deserves it most. 
Let it be the king!" 

Even the cold-blooded, calloused 
La Voisin started back in terror at 
these words. "Madame, are you 
mad? Do you realize what you are 
proposing?" 

Montespan knew exactly what she 
wanted. Out of the depths of her 
terrible anger she had conceived a 
plan — brilliant in its simplicity. On 
set occasions throughout the year, 
the king admitted to his presence 
any subject who desired to petition 
him for some special service. This 
was one time when even the humb- 
lest Frenchman might come before 
the exalted monarch. Remembering 
this, Montespan had conceived the 
daring idea to offer the king a 
petition coated with the same dead- 
ly poison she had applied to the 
gloves. 

As La Voisin listened, she was un- 
able to suppress a fearful trembling 
that swept through her. She who had 
murdered so often without a single 
qualm, now recoiled ■ at the thought 
of going through with this mad 
scheme. But Montespan was relent- 
less. With a torrent of "imprecations, 
pleading and tauntings, she over- 
whelmed the frightened woman. Re- 



luctantly, La Voisin finally consented 
to undertake the wild project. 

THE next occasion of the Royal 
Petition found La Voisin dis- 
guised as a old peasant woman amid 
the motley throng that filled the 
throne room. In her gloved hand, 
she clutched the deadly document, 
tensely waiting as one after another 
the petitioners were called upon to 
step up to His Majesty seated on 
the magnificent throne. Suddenly, 
a murmur swept through the assem- 
blage. All eyes turned toward the 
throne where the king was holding 
his head in his hands, as attendants 
rushed to his side. The next instant, 
the monarch was helped to his feet 
and led, staggering off to his private 
chambers. A dignitary stepped for- 
ward and addressed the bewildered 
petitioners. "The king is feeling faint 
this morning and has ordered the 
Royal Petition concluded. You are 
all dismissed." 

Dazed, La Voisin left the court. 
So it was that the attempt on the 
king's life came to naught. But when 
La Voisin told this story before the 
special court, the horrified king's 
ministers recognized instantly the 
awful consequences that could ensue 
should this plot ever reach the ears 
of the people. The blind faith that 
they had in their monarch would be 
disastrously undermined if they 
learned the sordid news of how a 
jilted mistress had sought the life of 
the king. 

So La Voisin's lips had been seal- 
ed at the stake, and now Louis XIV 
summoned his would-be assassin to 
his private chamber. 

It was a stormy session that took 
place when the King of'France and 
the woman who had plotted his 
death stood alone, face to face. 
Montespan, convinced that nothing 
could save her now, flung at the 
ruler all the stored up venom that 
was wrankled in her. 

But when she had finished, it was 
not a sentence of death that issued 
from the king's lips. Instead, it was 
the awful news that her humiliation 
had only begun. With scornful 
cruelty, the king informed her that 
she was to remain at court in- 
definitely — to bear whatever fur- 
ther insult and ignominy he saw fit 
to heap upon her. This was to be 
her punishment. Not death, but, for 
a woman of Montespan's tempera- 
ment — a living death. 

And so, for ten long, merciless 
years, Mile, de Montespan, once un- 
crowned Queen of France, paid the 
penalty for having visited the fatal 
house in the rue Beauregard. She 
became prematurely aged and with- 
ered, the target of cruel gossip. 

Only when the king tired of her 
presence entirely did he permit her 
to seek the obscurity of the country. 
She disappeared from the court one 
day, barely remembered — a woman 
who probably paid the most bitter 
price of all for having participated 
in the monstrous cabal of murder 
and deceit that made this period 
known as the age of arsenic. 

WOMEN IN CRIME 




people were there to hear Jeanne 
Rhodes tell her startling story. 

But that crowd was doomed to dis- 
appointment. She was called as the 
first witness but even as her name, 
"Jeanne Rhodes," was echoing 
through the marble halls of the Fed- 
eral Building, an attendant rushed in 
and whispered something in Com- 
missioner Tourney's ear. The magis- 
trate rapped for order. 

"¥ WANT to see everyone connect- 
1 ed with this case in my private 
quarters," he said. "And for the 
benefit of the audience I may as well 
tell you there will be no hearing here 
today. Jeanne Rhodes is dead!". 

Jeanne Rhodes had died in Glen- 
dale hospital only half an hour be- 
fore Commissioner Tourney made his 
sensational announcement. Her head 
was swollen to twice its normal size 
and it was the opinion of the doctors 
that she had been poisoned. 

Deputy Sheriff Allen now had what 
seemed like a murder case to cope 
with. 

Jeanne Rhodes has told a long 
story to Deputy Sheriff Allen. He 
turned it over and over in his mind 
in search of a clue to her death. 

Jeanne Rhodes had said that when 
she was nineteen- year-old Jean 
Taylor of Jersey City, New Jersey, 
she had met and fallen deeply in love 
with Jack Box, long before she knew 
that Alexander Rhodes existed. 

But Box was married, and the pair 
were forced to meet clandestinely 
and to them this was a profanation 
of their love. Both wanted a place 
where they could live together with- 
out fear of surprise and a consequent 
scandal. Jeanne Taylor could not 
manage the finances for such a life 
until she became of age, when she 
would fall heir to approximately 
$400,000. Nevertheless, they decided 
to go away together. Box began get- 
ting his affairs into shape so that he 
could support the girl well until 
she got her inheritance. And then 
Alexander Rhodes appeared on the 
scene and temporarily upset their 
plans. 

Rhodes was a bank clerk on a sal- 
ary of $150 a month and he was 
spending $250. He fairly worshipped 
good clothes and aspired to appear 
hs a pampered darling of the idle 
rich. It was believed that he soon 
began dipping into the bank's till in 
order to make up the difference be- 
tween his salary and what he spent. 
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In the course of a few months 
Rhodes found he was short about 
$1,000. He had managed to cover the 
shortage successfully, but the bank 
examiner was now due. He got pan- 
icky. In his dilemma he decided upon 
a bold move. 

On the day the bank examiner put 
in an appearance Alexander Rhodes 
drew $1,000 from the account of Jack 
Box, and placed it in the cash in his 
cage to cover the defalcations he had 
made. 

By this process Alexander Rhodes 
gained breathing space. He fooled the 
bank examiner, but he knew there 
would have to be a day of reckoning 
with Jack Box. Now he must watch 
closely the handling of that account 
and on the first of each month he took 
$1,000 from his cash and placed it back 
in the Box account. Then, after a true 
statement had been rendered to the 
auto dealer, Rhodes again extracted 
the sum and put it back in his cash. 

However, Rhodes realized, this sort 
of thing could not go on forever. He 
decided to make the personal acquain- 
tance of Jack Box. 

RHODES looked Box over. He 
watched him at clubs and when 
he came into the bank, and finally he 
decided that this man would be easy 
to handle. He arranged to meet him 
and be friendly. The friendship, fos- 
tered by the bank clerk, grew to a 
sort of Damon and Pythias affair. 

The two men often ate together and 
over the luncheon table one day Alex- 
ander Rhodes confessed to Jack Box 
that he had taken $1,000 from his ac- 
count in order to avoid going to 
prison. 

"I just couldn't keep it from you any 
longer, Jack," Rhodes said. "We've 
become such good friends; can't you 
let me give you a note so the thing 
will be legal?" 

"As it stands, Alex," Box re- 
plied, "I can lose nothing by your 
manipulations, but if I loan you the 
thousand — " 

"You don't seem to understand," 
broke in Rhodes frantically. "You 
don't know what it means to be faced 
with a situation which will put you 
down and out or you wouldn't take 
this attitude." 

That pleading statement of Alexan- 
der Rhodes gave Jack Box an idea. 
In that moment a weird plan for his 
own salvation and that of the girl he 
loved was born. He promised to say 
nothing to the bank about the short- 
age and to let it stand for a week or 
so until he could make up his mind 
about what he would do. 

One thing had been bothering Jack 
Box a lot in his plan to leave with 
Jeanne Taylor, and that was the Mann 
Act. He knew the prominence of the 
Taylor family and the anger that 
would be aroused in his wife, once he 
had fled with the girl. He feared they 
would follow and prosecute him, for 
inducing Jeanne to elope with him 
before he had secured a divorce from 
his wife. 

Jeanne Rhodes told Deputy Allen 
that she had no realization of the 
wrong she was doing in taking Box 
from his wife and children. She was, 



she said, blindly in love with the man, 
and was willing to wait the time when 
she could become his wife. 

"It was because of this blindness 
that I consented to the strange and 
startling scheme which Jack pre- 
sented to me," said the girl. "We 
talked over a hundred other plans be- 
fore I finally agreed to do what he 
wanted to do." 

Alexander Rhodes was a part of 
that scheme — the central figure, in 
fact. Box now began to take Jeanne 
with him when he went out with the 
bank clerk. He saw to it that they 
were seen together in public places, 
even managing to have the pair asso- 
ciating without him. They attended 
theatres, clubs arid parties; they were 
constantly in company at the homes 
of mutual friends. Finally the names 
of Alexander Rhodes and Jeanne 
Taylor were linked together by those 
who knew them. None suspected that 
it was Box whom the girl really 
loved. 

Alexander Rhodes was of course 
entirely at the mercy of Jack Box 
until such time as he could put back 
that $1,000 which he had taken from 
his friend's account. With his ex- 
pensive way of life this was some- 
thing the bank clerk never could 
manage, and he admitted that to him- 
self even though he feared that some 
day Rhodes might expose him. 

Then one night at a party in the 
home of a mutual friend Box coldly 
told Rhodes that he intended to ask 
the bank for a true accounting as he 
was leaving for California and would 
need very cent he could get his 
hands on. 

'Trn giving you a few days to get 
my account straight, Alex," Box said, 
"but when I ask for the money I want 
it all to be there." 

"Give me two weeks, Jack," plead- 
ed Rhodes, and Box consented. 

A week passed and on a pleasant 
moonlight evening Jack Box and 
Jeanne Taylor picked Alexander 
Rhodes up in their car and the trio 
drove out to a favorite roadhouse 
where Box got a private room. 

"Alex," began Box, "get hold of 
your chair. What I have to say is go- 
ing to take you by surprise." 

Box had been so affable all evening 
that Rhodes thought the man was 
kidding. He laughed and grabbed the 
edge of his chair. 

"Jeanne and I are very much in 
love," said Box, "and maybe that 
much you have guessed. But what 
you don't know is that this hiding our 
affections and living apart; this meet- 
ing at other people's houses is very, 
very repellent to us. You can help 
us. We've thought it all out and if 
you'll do it I'm willing to give you 
that thousand which you took from 
my account. There is one condition: 
You must marry Jeanne!" 

That came like a bombshell to 
Rhodes. He was not in love with 
Jeanne, never had been, so that it 
meant nothing to him from that stand- 
point. The amazed look* on his face 
brought a laugh to the girl's bps. 

"You aren't really to be my hus- 
band, Alex," the girl said. "Just a sort 
of hired husband," 
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The talk went on for some time, 
with Rhodes asking a few questions. 
Finally he nodded his head in consent. 
Now the details of the plan were dis- 
cussed. Box stated that after the mar- 
riage they would all go to California 
and he would go into business there. 
Here Rhodes balked. He wanted that 
shortage removed from over his head 
but he didn't want to quit the life he 
was leading in Jersey City. He told 
Box that he was marrying Jeanne be- 
cause it meant he would have a new 
lease on life. He could start with a 
clean slate, and he wanted to do it 
here where he knew people. 

It was Jeanne Taylor who persuad- 
ed Rhodes that he would have a bet- 
ter chance in California, away from 
her people, who would resent the 
marriage. Box had helped him in New 
Jersey and he would continue to do 
so in the new state. 

"And don't forget," Jeanne added, 
"in another six months I'm going to 
have a lot of money of my own. I'll 
be forever grateful to you and I'll 
help you for you are making it pos- 
sible for me to eventually have what 
I want above everything else in this 
world. I mean happiness as Jack's 
wife." 

Maybe it was the promise of the 
girl's wealth, maybe it was his hon- 
est desire to help his friends in their 
plight, maybe it was a realization that 
he could do little else, but Alexander 
Rhodes agreed to play his part in the 
triangle, and two weeks later, in 
Philadelphia, he became the "hired 
husband" of Jeanne Taylor. 

AFTER the ceremony, each of the 
participants went back to their 
respective homes, and Rhodes went to 
work at the bank. Nothing was said 
to anyone about the marriage or the 
plans for going to California. Jeanne 
reasoned that her family would man- 
age to have the marriage annulled if 
they learned of it 

But the day soon arrived when 
everything was in readiness. Box 
withdrew his account amounting to 
$6,500, all of which, with the excep- 
tion of $2,500, he converted into trav- 
elers' checks. He made a quit-claim 
deed to his home in "favor of his wife 
and sold his car, placing the receipts 
to her credit in the bank. He gave 
Rhodes money to buy three tickets 
to Los Angeles. 

About an hour before train time 
Jack Box informed his wife that he 
had resigned his position and was 
going immediately to California. He 
gave her the deed to the home and 
the $2,500 which he had not converted 
into travelers' checks. He told her he 
would send for her and his daughter 
as soon as he was settled. 

Jeanne Rhodes had left home on 
the pretense of staying a few days 
with friends, so that when a telegram 
arrived the following day stating she 
had eloped with Alexander Rhodes, it 
came as a surprise to her family. 
Friends of the newlyweds, who had 
often seen them together, wired con- 
gratulations. 

A few days after their arrival in 
Los Angeles, Box rented the bunga- 
low i n Glendale. He also got himself 
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a job, but time hung heavily on the 
hands of the "hired husband." He 
drank too much and he became 
morose and mean. 

But where, in this dramatic tale of 
love and flight, was there any reason 
for the sudden death of Jeanne 
Rhodes? There was only one person 
who would benefit by her death in 
this trio. That was Alexander Rhodes, 
for Jeanne would have been twenty- 
one in a few weeks and when that 
time arrived he, as her legal husband, 
would inherit her $400,000 estate. But 
how could he have killed her? 

Allen now took the trail of the girl 
after she had been allowed to go free 
on bail. He found that bond had been 
arranged for by Attorney Willis Roth 
through Ralph Groves of the firm of 
Bartelson, Groves Bonding Company. 
Young Groves was to bring the girl to 
the office of the attorney as soon as 
the bond had been posted. 

Two hours later, Groves had turned 
up at Roth's office, claiming that 
Jeanne Rhodes was not in the jail and 
that he could not locate her. Roth 
was mad. He wanted to talk with the 
girl at once, and he went to the home 
of Federal Judge Paul McCormick 
where he persuaded the jurist to give 
him a signed order for her release, 
the attorney believing she was still 
secreted by the prosecution. 

Roth turned these papers over to 
young Groves. It was ten-thirty that 
night, however, before the bondsman 
and the girl showed up. Certain pa- 
pers were signed and Jeanne Rhodes 
went over her testimony of the mor- 
row with the attorney. Then Roth and 
his wife, Groves and the girl drove 
to a downtown cabaret- and had some- 
thing to eat. It was after midnight 
when they left the place. 

"What did Jeanne eat?" Allen asked 
Groves. 

"She ordered a meal but she just 
picked at it," said Groves. 

"Anything to drink?" pressed the 
officer. 

"Only coffee," replied the bonds- 
man. "She did eat a little fruit salad. 
Shortly after that she complained of 
feeling faint. She had a cold sore on 
her Jip which was paining her in- 
tensely. She wanted to go to a drug- 
store and get some medicine for it. 
We left the cafe and drove for half an 
hour without finding a store open. 
Then we went to my apartment. I 
had some salve there which I thought 
would help Jeanne. I went upstairs 
and got the salve and when I came 
back Roth had called a taxi for the 
girl. I went back upstairs and the 
Roths took her home." 

Deputy Allen now went to Attorney 
Roth and got his story. 

"I boosted the girl into the bathroom 
of the Glendale bungalow through a 
window," stated Roth, and his story 
was corroborated by his wife, "be- 
cause she had lost the key. I went out 
to see her the next morning, Friday. 
She was still complaining about that 
lip and she said she had not slept. It 
was only slightly swollen, but it was 
very red at the sore spot. About elev- 
en o'clock I took her to the offices of 
Dr. Halden Jones, and he opened the 
infected part of the hp with an inci- 



sion that was almost as small as a pin 
prick, explaining that she should have 
further treatment in a few hours. Then 
I took her home, leaving her in the 
company of one of my clerks. He 
phoned me at three thirty that after- 
noon that she had disappeared. He 
had gone out for a few moments and 
when he returned she was gone." 

Roth stated he went on Saturday 
morning to the jail and had a talk 
with Box and Rhodes. Both men were 
of the opinion that she had run away 
to avoid giving testimony against 
them. 

"At one o'clock Saturday afternoon 
I got a call from the Glendale Hos- 
pital stating that a client wanted to 
see me," continued Roth. "I rushed 
out there and found Jeanne Rhodes 
with her head swollen to twice its 
normal size. She wanted me to make 
a will, leaving everything she might 
ever have to Jack Box. 'Alex Rhodes 
is a cad and a rotter. I don't want him 
to have a thing,' she said." 

At the hospital Allen learned that 
Jeanne Rhodes passed into uncon- 
ciousness soon after Roth left and 
died Monday morning. 

A SPECIAL grand jury was con- 
vened. Roth, Groves and every- 
one, who had been near the girl after 
her release from jail was questioned, 
and all were exonerated from any 
blame in her death. Only one thing 
stood out: Jeanne Rhodes had been 
poisoned. 

And there the case rested until 
Jeanne Rhodes' brother, George Tay- 
lor, arrived from Jersey City. He or- 
dered the body exhumed. Prominent 
surgeons were summoned. They stat- 
ed that the girl had died of "styptic 
poison," probably rubbed into the sore 
on her lip. 

Had she gotten the poison in the 
fight in the bungalow? Had the knife 
in the hands of Rhodes pricked her 
lip? If so, he was a murderer, but Al- 
len, back on the job, could find no 
evidence that the girl had been in- 
jured during the fight. 

If not in the bungalow, then there 
was but one other place, Allen argued, 
where the girl could have been poi- 
soned. That was in the women's 
quarters in the jail. 

With the assistance of Mrs. Grace 
Sullivan, the jail matron, Allen ques- 
tioned the inmates of the place. Finally 
he centered his investigations around 
three women who had advised the girl 
not to testify against Rhodes and Box. 

The first of the three women, a tall, 
cadaverous shoplifter, was elimi- 
nated. She had not been near the girl. 

The second was the blonde street- 
walker who had befriended Jeanne 
when the giant brunette, Ruby, had 
struck her. She was very nervous and 
didn't want to answer questions. She 
broke down and sobbed when Allen 
asked her if she had supplied Jeanne 
with any cosmetics. And finally she 
told the deputy sheriff of the manner 
in which Ruby had treated the girl. 

Big Ruby Wagner was brought in 
for questioning. 

"Ruby, you are facing a murder 
charge," said Allen. "Do you talk, or 
not?" 
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"You men are all crazy," the big 
woman said. "That girl wasn't killed. 
She committed suicide. Didn't it ever 
enter your heads she killed herself?" 

"No," snapped Allen, "she had every 
reason to live." 

"Just the same, she killed herself," 
said Ruby. "Even if she didn't do it 
on purpose." 

"Yeah!" sneered Allen, "Well, how 
did she do it?" 

The big brunette was exasperating; 
she certainly wasn't scared. 

"She died for that Jack Box," said 
Ruby Wagner. "She wanted to look 
pretty when she met him upstairs. She 
said she couldn't bear to have him see 
her lookin' so terrible. She asked for 



mer friends to the authorities. You 
know. Like a reformed drunk cam- 
paigns against saloons." 

"Hmm!" White mused, adding 
Corey's name to his notes, "You 
may have something there. Corey 
may merely have pretended that he'd 
forgotten their differences in order to 
win his way back into your husband's 
confidence and maneuver him into a 
situation where he could prevent the 
possibility of his talking once and for 
all." 

"That's how I see it," the woman 
said. 

"Well look into both Corey and 
Zachary," White said. He picked up 
his pencil again. "Suppose you let me 
have a description of the clothes 
your husband was wearing the last 
time you saw him, as well as of such 
valuables and papers as he was 
carrying, and we'll broadcast an 
alarm for him at once." 

Mrs. Hoover replied that her hus- 
band had been, dressed in beige gab- 
ardine slacks and shirt, a brown 
suede jacket and brown suede moc- 
casin-type shoes. The shoes, she said, 
were size 7-B, and were bought in -a 
local department-store a day or two 
prior to the projected Yankton trip. 
She also described a signet ring and 
wrist-watch her husband had been 
wearing and an oiled-silk money-belt 
in which she had seen him stow the 
$500 she had previously mentioned, 
as well as his state liquor-permit. 

"You've given us quite a lot to go 
on," White said, as he finished writ- 
ing the final item in the list "I wish 
everybody who reports a missing per- 
son had as accurate a memory as 
yours. You may rest assured, we'll 
spare no effort to find your husband." 

"I'm sure you will," she said. 
"Thanks." And with a slight, formal 
inclination of her attractive auburn 
head, she took her departure. 
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some rouge. 'Course we didn't have 
any. So she took one of them paper 
red roses the girls 'are always making 
in here, and she wet it and rubbed it 
on her lips so she would look pretty 
for that man. That paper is full of 
poison that we wet it and kill the 
cockroaches when they eat sugar off 
it" 

"And you had hit her on the lip," 
Allen exploded. "The poison went 
right through that cut into her sys- 
tem." 

Examining the red paper, patholo- 
gists reported that it contained suffi- 
cient poison to have killed Jeanne 
Rhodes by infecting the wounded lip. 

Box was sentenced to two years and 



AS soon as Mrs. Hoover had left, 
White sought out Detective Ser- 
geant Frank Edwards, his partner on 
many a case, and together the pair 
set in motion the complex, highly- 
geared machinery of modern police 
investigation. 

In addition to broadcasting an 
alarm for Hoover over the depart- 
ment's short-wave and teletype, they 
circularized a "reader" on him to all 
law-enforcement agencies through- 
out Iowa and adjacent states. Then 
they got in touch with the Yankton 
police to request information on 
William Zachary, and dispatched 
operatives on the trail of Corey. 
While they were awaiting results 
from these inquiries they rounded up 
and questioned all of Hoover's known 
associates. 

All this activity notwithstanding, at 
the end of three days they had not 
succeeded in uncovering a single 
lead. Moreover, they had learned that 
Don Hoover was not the only man 
who had disappeared on that fateful 
Thursday the 13th. Martin Corey had 
not been seen in any of his familiar 
haunts since the early afternoon of 
that date. And William Zachary, the 
Yankton authorities had reported, 
had left his office that same after- 
noon, and had not returned there, or 
to his home, since. 

What did it all add up to? Coin- 
cidence? Or something far more sin- 
ister? Edward and White were not 
backing any bets or coincidence. 

Not until early on the evening of 
the 24th, however, did they receive 
what appeared to be confirmation of 
their hunch. And when at last the 
break did come, it came from a sur- 
prising quarter. 

At a minute or two past six p.m. 
on that warm, pleasant Monday, the 
phone in Chief of Detectives Tom 
Farley's office rang. Barely had the 



six months, and Rhodes to two years, 
in Leavenworth, and thus the last 
chapter was written in the dramatic 
story of the "Red Rose Girl." 

Jack Box took his sentence like a 
man, but the "Hired Husband," the 
real weakling of the strange trio, 
never ceased to kick about the way he 
had been double-crossed. Particularly 
was he bitter about the fact that he 
never received a cent of the $400,000 
which his "legal" wife would have in- 
herited had she lived for another two 
months. 

iVote — In order to protect an inno- 
cent person the name Attorney Willis 
Roth, is fictitious. 



officer had time to pick up the re- 
ceiver and identify himself before the 
caller announced himself as Tony 
Goodsell, sheriff of Dakota County, 
Nebraska, directly across the Mis- 
souri River from Sioux City. 

"Got some news for you, Chief," 
Goodsell led off. "It looks like one of 
the men you're after has finally turn- 
ed up." 

Farley pricked up his ears. "Is that 
so?" he asked. He chuckled wryly. 
"All I've got to say is, it's about time. 
Who is it?" 

"We can't be positive yet," Good- 
sell said, "but the clothes — what's 
left of 'em — could be Don Hoover's." 

Farley's fingers tensed on the in- 
strument. "Are you trying to tell me 
Hoover's dead?" he asked, scowling. 

"The guy's dead, all right, whether 
he's Hoover or not," Goodsell replied, 
his voice carrying a hard ring over 
the wire. "A long time dead — a week, 
at least." 

"How did it happen?" 

"We don't know that, either. A 
couple of kids were hunting for 
turtles and they fished him out of the 
shallows here at Homer an hour ago. 
We've been working over him ever 
since, cleaning the mud, off him so 
Doc Starry can perform an autopsy," 
the sheriff explained. "Do you want 
to take a run over and see what's 
what? We've got him at Barber's 
mortuary." 

"I'm on my way," Farley said, 
and hung up. 

TEN minutes later, Farley had 
rounded up White and Edwards, 
Identification Expert Harold Weir, 
and FBI-trained Lieutenant Harry 
Gibbons, a wizard at reconstructing a 
person's character, habits and move- 
ments from seemingly-worthless scraps 
of cloth, flecks of dust and other trifles. 
Together the five sleuths piled into a 
powerful police cruiser and soon 
were speeding across the bridge that 
spans the Missouri from Sioux City 
to the Nebraska shores and from 
there sixteen miles south to the small 
settlement of Homer. 

En route they wrestled with a per- 
plexing problem. If the body fished 
out of the muddy shallows at Homer 
was, in reality, Don Hoover's, what 
was the explanation of its turning up 
south of Sioux City, rather than 
north of it, somewhere along the road 
to Yankton? Had Hoover misled his 
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wife about his plans? Or had some- 
thing happened after he had left 
home to cause him to change his 
plans — or to cause them to be chang- 
ed for him? 

One thing was certain, the inves- 
tigators agreed; the body must have 
entered the river at some point be- 
tween the Sioux City bridge and the 
spot where it had been found. Had 
it gone into the water north of the 
bridge, it would have been trapped 
by the cross-currents under the 
bridge and would have been ce- 
mented to the network of under- 
water cross-beams and piles by silt. 

The answer to at least one of the 
angles to the puzzle was forthcoming 
in short order. Hardly had White, 
who was driving, braked to a halt in 
front of the Barber mortuary- when 
Sheriff Goodsell bore down on the 
car to announce grimly: 

"The guy was murdered, all right — 
and not by drowning, either. Doc 
Starry found several stab-wounds in 
the chest and three charges of buck- 
shot in his back — one at the base of 
the neck, the other two on the left 
side, below the rib-casing." 

The other investigators exchanged 
glances. The two types of wounds, in- 
flicted fore and aft, undoubtedly 
spelled a two-man job. Did this par- 
ticular double-play also spell the 
names of Zachary and Corey? As- 
suming, that is, that the victim of the 
murderous game was Hoover? 

"We found a money belt on him 
with five hundred smackers in it and 
a liquor permit made out in Hoover's 
name," Goodsell said in answer to a 
question from Farley. 'That doesn't 
necessarily prove the guy is Hoover, 
though. The belt could have been 
stolen, or planted." 

"Well, maybe we can get some 
prints that'll clear up the guy's iden- 
tity," Farley suggested, following 
Goodsell's long-legged stride into the 
mortuary. "We've got Hoover's on file, 
of course, so we can make a compar- 
ison quickly enough." 

As Goodsell opened a door and 
stood aside to let the visitors pass, he 
chuckled sardonically. "If you boys 
can get any prints off this bird, I'll 
eat my badge," he said. 

A second or two later, Farley and 
his men understood the significance 
of the sheriffs offer. When they 
grouped around the trestle-table at 
which Dr. A. C. Starry was working, 
they beheld a sight such as they had 
rarely witnessed. 

Lying on the table under the glar- 
ing overhead light was a corpse so 
bloated and discolored that it seemed 
incredible that it had once held nor- 
mal human form. Only a few strands 
of dank hair clinging to the puckered 
scalp gave indication of the dead 
man's living appearance; his swollen, 
livid features had been pockmarked 
beyond any possibility of recognition 
by fish and turtles; the fingers were 
nothing more than bony stumps to 
which cartilage and nails clung like 
dirty wood-shavings. 

"I guess there's not much chance of 
Goodsell's having to eat his badge," 
Lieutenant Weir acknowledged glum- 
ly. "That is, unless science has found 
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a way to get fingerprints from muscles 
and bones during the last hour." 

Lieutenant Gibbons did not appear 
to share his colleague's discourage- 
ment. "This guy doesn't have to talk 
with his hands," he said. "There are 
other ways for him to tell us his 
story." 

"What are you driving at?" White 
wanted to know. 

Gibbons grinned. "He's got a mouth, 
hasn't he?" he answered promptly. 
And as he spoke the FBI-graduate 
moved to the table, pried open the 
dead man's jaws, and peered into the 
black cavity between the bloated Ups. 

"Uh-huh!" Gibbons said presently, 
straightening up. "He'll talk with his 
mouth, all right. He's got more fancy 
dentistry on him than a Hollywood 
glamour girl. All we have to do is 
get a dentist to chart his teeth and 
then locate a dentist who recognizes 
the chart, and we have our identifica- 
tion, just — " he snapped his fingers, 
"—like that." 

"We'll get Doc Gaylord over here 
right away," Farley said. And he hur- 
ried into the mortuary office to the 
telephone. 

As soon as Farley had completed his 
call to the Sioux City dentist, he sent 
Edwards to bring in the two local 
youths, Claude Harris and Bill Bu- 
chanan, who had discovered the body. 

"There's a chance they may be able 
to tell us something that they were 
too excited and scared to remember 
when Goodsell questioned them," he 
explained. 

The boys, however, could add noth- 
ing to their original story to the sher- 
iff, which had consisted merely -of the 
stammered explanation of how they 
had happened to come upon the body. 

As soon as school had let out that 
afternoon, they told Farley, they had 
embarked on a turtle-fishing expedi- 
tion, working in the shallow, reed- 
grown backwater between the shore 
and the Government dike that ran 
diagonally from the river-bank to the 
channel in mid-stream. 

"We must have been working that 
backwater better than an hour," 
Harris said, "when Bill here started 
pulling at some logs that had jammed 
up against the dike to see if there 
were any turtles under 'em. Well," 
the youngster drew a deep breath, 
"he got a couple of the logs loosened 
when suddenly he lets out this yell 
you could have heard all the way to 
Sioux City." 

"You'd have yelled, too," young 
Master Buchanan retorted, shudder- 
ing, "if that thing had suddenly float- 
ed up from them logs and smacked 
you in the leg." 

The "thing" to which Buchanan had 
referred, was, of course, the mud- 
coated body of a man — the same body 
that now lay on the mortuary table, 
the wounds in its chest and back pro- 
claiming murder. 

Summoned from his Dakota City 
headquarters by an immediate tele- 
phone call from terrified young Bill 
Buchanan, Goodsell had detailed dep- 
uties to seach the shallows and the 
river-bank for possible clues as to 
where and when and how and why 
the body had entered its watery 



grave. By the time early autumn 
darkness made a further hunt impos- 
sible, however, the investigators had 
found nothing. 

"We'll get on the job again first 
thing in the morning, though," one of 
the deputies promised Farley, "and 
we'll stick at it if it means combing 
every inch of shore between here and 
Sioux City." 

It was nine o'clock by the time 
Farley concluded his interviews with 
Harris and Buchanan and the sheriff s 
deputies. A minute or two later Dr. 
Gaylord arrived on the scene. While 
the dentist rigged a light and set to 
work with a dental-chart, noting the 
fillings and inlays in the slain man's 
mouth, Gibbons took charge of the 
examination of the personal effects 
taken from the body. 

As Goodsell had told Farley over 
the telephone, the clothes fitted ex- 
actly those Violet Hoover had de- 
scribed her husband as wearing when 
he had left home. Scorched bullet- 
holes in the back of both jacket and 
shirt indicated that the wearer had 
been shot at close range. The cold 
river water had long since washed 
away any blood that might have clung 
to the bullet-holes and the knife-rents 
in the front of the shirt, but the in- 
vestigators did not need bloodstains 
to form a picture of the lulling. 

"Obviously, the guy was fully 
dressed when he was attacked," Gib- 
bons said. "And just as obviously, he 
was on his feet at the time. And so 
was his killer." 

"How do you figure that?" Ed- 
wards wanted to know. 

"From the location of the bullet- 
holes. If he'd been sitting down when 
he was shot, the slugs would undoubt- 
edly have landed in the middle of his 
back, provided the chair-back didn't 
interfere. Remember, this is a shot- 
gun murder. Shotguns are heavy. 
Very few people have the strength to 
fire one from a sitting position." 

"The murderer could have been 
kneeling when he fired," Farley 
pointed out. "Hunters almost invari- 
ably fire shotguns from a kneeling 
position." 

"Yeah, I know," Gibbons said, "but 
again, consider the location of the 
wounds — on the neck and under the 
ribs. Your murderer would have 
found it damned awkward to hit the 
guy in the neck and just above the 
belt, both, at close range and from a 
kneeling position." 

"What about the knife-slashes?" 
Weir asked, frowning. 

"The way it shapes up to me," Gib- 
bons answered promptly, "is that one 
person attacked the guy with the 
knife as a blind to enable a second 
person to sneak up behind him with 
the gun. The stabbing was just what 
you might call a distracting operation, 
not designed to wound the victim se- 
riously but only to keep him occupied 
while the gun-toter got in his licks." 

"Your reconstruction makes sense," 
Farley nodded; then he frowned. "Ex- 
cept that it strikes me that the guy — 
the victim, I mean — must have - been 
pretty slow on the up-take not to 
spot the play before it was pulled. A 
shotgun isn't a weanon vou duII out 
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• of your coat-pocket like a revolver, 
any time, anywhere. Unless you're on 
a hunting expedition, you keep it at 
home. Right?" 
All hands, nodded. 

"But there's no hunting country 
along the river between here and 
Sioux City," Farley went on. "Obvi- 
ously the murderer couldn't have 
hoodwinked his victim into going on 
a rabbit-shoot in order to kill him. 
Firing a gun outdoors in this neck of 
the woods would prove too risky, in 
any event Consequently, I think we 
can assume that the killing took place 
indoors." 

"What's all that got to do with the 
victim's being slow on the uptake?" 
White asked, a trifle impatiently. 

"I think I get what the Chiefs driv- 
ing at," Gibbons put in. "In order to 
be ambushed by the murderer and his 
accomplice indoors, the guy must 
have been kind of groggy. Otherwise, 
he'd have heard the footsteps behind 
him. The killer couldn'f take a chance 
on the guy's getting the knife away 
from his accomplice, so it's a cinch 
the knifing and the shooting occurred 
practically simultaneously. It's also a 
cinch the murder wasn't done in the 
dark — it couldn't have been, not the 
way it must have been worked. Ergo," 
Gibbons concluded with a grin, "the 
victim was in no condition to think 
on his feet when he was jumped." 

"Maybe he was drunk," Edwards 
suggested. 

Edward's suggestion brought them 
back to the liquor-permit. Protected 
as it had been by the oiled silk of the 
money-belt, the permit, although 
somewhat stained, was entirely leg- 
ible. Issued to Don Hoover the previ- 
ous January, in accordance with Iowa 
Law, which allocates a specified 
monthly quantity of liquor to each 
permit-holder, it revealed that up un- 
til June, Hoover had regularly pur- 
chased all the liquor to which he was 
legally entitled. During June, Jury 
and August, however, he had bought 
none. Then, on September 13th, the 
permit showed, he had bought a fifth 
of rye from a package-store in the 
vicinity of the Traveler's Hotel, on 
Fourth and Virginia Streets in Sioux 
City. 

Aside from confirming Violet 
Hoover's statement that her husband 
had been alive and in Sioux City on 
the 13th, did this final purchase listed 
in the permit possess any particular 
significance? Did it, for instance, in- 
dicate that during the summer months 
Hoover had gone on the wagon, only 
to fall off, for some reason, on the 
last day he had been seen alive? 

And what about the $500 found 
with the permit in the money-belt? 
Did it point to some motive other than 
robbery for the slaying? 

"I'm afraid all our other questions 
will have to wait until we've estab- 
lished whether or not the guy is 
Hoover," Farley reminded his men 
with a weary shrug. And with that, 
he started back for the squad car and 
the return drive to Sioux City. 

THE problem of the victim's identity 
was solved the next morning 
when the fourth dentist whom Weir 
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visited with the chart Gaylord had 
made of the dead man's teeth identi- 
fied the dental work as some he had 
recently completed on Don Hoover. 

As soon as the .murder-victim had 
been definitely identified, Farley noti- 
fied Violet Hoover. The widow re- 
ceived the news with white-faced 
calm. 

"I can't say I'm surprised," she told 
the chief of detectives. "You know, 
I've been afraid that this was what 
had happened, all along." 

The dead man's brother, Cavanell 
Hoover, who accompanied his sister- 
in-law to Farley's office, did not ap- 
pear resigned, as did the quiet 
"Rusty." A tall, darkly-handsome 
man, ten years younger than the mur- 
dered Don, "Bud" Hoover paced Far- 
ley's office, his hands clasped behind 
his back, his features contorted in a 
frenzy of rage. 

"So you've found out my brother 
was murdered, eh" he lashed out. 
"And what else have you found out? 
Nothing! Who did it? You don't know! 
Why was it done? You haven't the 
faintest idea! A fine bunch of detec- 
tives, you are!" he snorted. " 'Rusty' 
told me she- told you that Zachary and 
Corey had motives to kill Don, but do 
you nab Zachary and Corey? No, you 
don't!" 

"What makes you so sure Zachary 
or Corey is the man behind this?" 
Farley asked casually. 

"Not Zachary or Corey," Cavanell 
Hoover corrected, his Hps curling sar- 
castically. "Zachary and Corey. They 
were in cahoots, see? Corey talked 
Don into getting out of town to make 
a new start somewhere else because, 
he said, you cops were getting ready 
to close in on Don with some sort of 
charge he couldn't shake off. Then, ' 
when he'd got Don scared stiff, he 
introduced him to Zachary, and Zach- 
ary offered to sell Don an interest in 
his trucking business." 

Farley made no comment and Cav- 
anell Hoover continued "As soon as 
Don had bought into the business, 
Zachary started to blackmail him 
with threats of exposure to the South 
Dakota authorities. "See," he ex- 
plained, "Don did some rum-running 
from Iowa into other States, and so 
Zachary had him, but good. Of 
course," he added with a sardonic 
laugh, "Zachary got the tip-off from 
Corey on those rum deals." 

"But if your brother was paying 
blackmail to the pair, why would they 
shut off the supply of ready money by 
murdering him?" Farley objected. 

Cavanell Hoover shrugged. "Don 
got tired of being bled white, and he 
refused to cough up any more dough, 
I suppose," he said. 

Again Farley made no comment. In- 
stead, he asked, turning to the widow: 
"Mrs. Hoover, why did your husband 
buy a bottle of whiskey the day he 
was killed?" 

Violet Hoover gave a start. 'Tin 
sure 1 don't know," she said with a 
slight frown. "1 didn't even know he'd 
bought any." 

Dispensing with further questions, 
Farley suggested- that the pair might 
wish to view Hoover's body before 
the burial in a Dakota City cemetery, 



scheduled for noon. Both readily as- 
sented. Forty-five minutes later, 
standing beside the open coffin in 
the Barber funeral home, Cavanell 
and Violet Hoover gazed silently down 
at the still, sheet-swathed figure. 

"I wouldn't know it was Don, if you 
hadn't told us," the widow murmured 
to Farley, as she turned away with 
a shiver. 

Cavanell Hoover appeared less 
moved. "You mark my words, Far- 
ley," he said emphatically as he took 
his sister-in-law's arm to lead her out, 
"You'll see that I'm right This was a 
two-man job — and the two men were 
Zachary and Corey!" 

WHEN he had returned to his 
Sioux City headquarters after the 
simple funeral which was attended 
only by Violet and Cavanell Hoover 
and officers investigating the case, 
Farley was met by a surprise. Hardly 
had he seated himself at his. desk be- 
fore a knock sounded, and in answer 
to his "Come in!" the door opened to 
admit a patrolman with a well-set-up 
blond man in tow. 

"This man says you've been look- 
ing for him," the patrolman said, indi- 
cating his charge. 

As Farley lifted inquiring brows, 
the blond chap crossed to the desk, 
smiled pleasantly. 

"I'm Bill Zachary. I've been on a 
fishing trip for ten days — I just got 
back to Yankton last night" he said 
affably. "My housekeeper said the 
police had been making inquiries 
about me in connection with Don 
Hoover's death, so I got right back in 
my car and I drove down here to 
Sioux City to put myself at your dis- 
posal." 

He went on to say that he had left 
Yankton on the afternoon of the 13th 
for a lake resort in' Wisconsin, and 
had not seen a newspaper or heard 
a news broadcast since, and conse- 
quently he knew nothing of the mur- 
der beyond the fact that a murder 
had been committed, and that Don 
Hoover had been the victim. 

"You didn't talk to or expect Hoo- 
ver in Yankton late on the 13th or on 
the 14th?" 

Zachary stared. "Hell, no!" he ex- 
ploded. "Don had just left Yankton on 
the previous Monday — let's see," his 
brow furrowed, "that would be the 
10th, wouldn't it? — and he wasn't due 
back for another month or six weeks." 

"Did your housekeeper say any- 
thing about receiving a long-distance 
call from anyone inquiring about 
Hoover?" 

"No. And if one had come, she'd 
have told me. She's good about keep- 
ing track of such things." 

"What about Corey?" Farley 
pressed. "Have you seen him lately?" 

Once more the boyish-faced blond 
man stared. "You mean Martin 
Corey?" When Farley had nodded, he 
shook his head. "I haven't seen Martin 
Corey since the day he introduced 
me to Don Hoover, back in June, I 
think it was." 

In answer to further probing, Zach- 
ary gave details of his protracted fish- 
ing-trip — the address of the tourist- 
camp at which he had stayed in Wis- 
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consin, the names and addresses of 
other guests, and the locations of fill- 
ing stations at which he hud stopped 
for gas going and coming. He did not 
appear to be in the leajit disconcerted 
to learn that Farley proposed to hold 
him — at least until his alibi could be 
checked. 

"I understand; you've got to do 
your job,'* he said cheerfully. "Don 
was a pretty good guy in a lot of 
ways. I'd do more than spend a cou- 
ple of nights in jail to help solve his 
murder." 

Zachary's remark concerning the 
length of his stay in the Sioux City 
lock-up proved prophetic. On the 
third morning after his voluntary ap- 
pearance in Farley's office he was re- 
leased, since his fishing-trip alibi had 
stood up well under investigation. 

Martin Corey, however, remained 
among the missing. And although 
Farley and his men did not relax 
their search for the vanished boot- 
legger, they decided that there were 
other persons whose activities might 
bear investigating — namely, Violet 
and Cavanell Hoover. 

"It would be interesting to know, 
for instance, why Mrs. Hoover said 
she talked with Zachary in Yankton a 
couple of days after Hoover's disap- 
pearance," he pointed out to his 
aides. "If we'd found she'd put 
through a call and had got the house- 
keeper, we might conclude she'd made 
a slip of the tongue when she said 
she talked to Zachary himself — that 
she'd meant to say she'd talked to 
Zachary's housekeeper and that the 
housekeeper had told her Zachary 
was expecting her husband. But the 
long-lines people have no record of 
such a call. 

"Then there's that elaborate con- 
nection Cavanell told us existed be- 
tween his brother, Corey and Zach- 
ary," the chief of detectives said, 
frowning. "It's obviously a pack of 
lies, designed to account for the 
wounds inflicted by two types of 
weapons on the body." 

"I see what you mean," White said. 

"Moreover, neither Mrs. Hoover nor 
Cavanell had asked how the murder 
was committed at the time that he 
pulled that very fancy rabbit out of 
his hat Mrs. H. did ask, afterwards, 
how her husband had met his death, 
but neither she nor her brother-in-law 
requested permission to look at the 
wounds or to see the clothes or money 
belt. Maybe they were too shocked 
and grieved about Don's death to feel 
any curiosity, but haven't you noticed, 
in cases like this, that no matter how 
upset friends and relatives may be, 
they seldom forget to be curious?" 

All hands agreed that they had 
noticed. 

"And finally," Farley wound up, 
'There's that bottle of rye Hoover 
bought on the 13th. Personally, I'm 
curious about that." 

Apparently, however, Farley's curi- 
osity about the liquor purchase was 
unjustified. When he was interviewed 
by Edwards, the manager of the pack- 
age store distinctly recalled the sale. 

"I remember it because it was the 
first one Don Hoover had made in 
*wo. three months," the manager ex- 
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plained. "I remember kidding him 
about it, asking him if he'd been buy- 
ing his liquor off his bootlegger 
friends. He said he hadn't, that he'd 
sworn off the stuff, and that he was 
only buying this here bottle because 
his wife had a cold, and she wanted 
some whiskey to take for it. Not that 
I swallowed that gag," the manager 
said with a somewhat cynical laugh. 
"The way I figured it, Hoover had 
decided the hell with this temperance 
routine; he wanted a drink, but he 
didn't want to admit it Guys don't 
like to let on they can't take it after 
they've made a big production of go- 
ing on the wagon." 

Edwards was inclined to agree with 
this reasoning, and, consequently, to 
dismiss Hoover's purchase of the rye 
as merely one of the seemingly signif- 
icant but actually irrelevant details 
that have a disconcerting way of clut- 
tering up all too many murder inves- 
tigations. 

The other questions Farley had 
raised brought forth answers that 
seemed far more to the point. In an 
attempt to discover a motive for the 
murder that might possible be attri- 
buted to the auburn-haired widow 
and her handsome brother-in-law, 
the investigators checked through 
the files of the city's Domestic Re- 
lations Court and came upon some 
startling news. 

On September 20th, the day before 
her visit to headquarters to lay her 
suspicions of murder before Sergeant 
White, Violet Hoover had filed suit 
for divorce! 

This was certainly an unexpected 
disclosure. The Romeo and Juliet of 
the underworld come to the parting 
of the ways! Farley decided that it 
called for an explanation — from the 
lady herself. 

"It's very simple," Mrs. Hoover 
told him with a wan smile when she 
had been escorted into his office. "I 
was always very unhappy over Don's 
drinking. In fact, I threatened to leave 
him more than once on account of it. 
Finally, this summer, he went on the 
wagon. If he had kept his pledge, I 
would have stuck by him, but he 
didn't On the day he told me he was 
going to Yankton, he got beastly 
drunk, so — " she shrugged — "I filed 
for divorce." 

Farley's next question came quick- 
ly and caught the attractive young 
widow off guard. "We know you 
didn't call Zachary on the day you 
said you did, Mrs. Hoover. We've 
checked with the telephone company, 
and there's no record of any such 
call. Did you have some special rea- 
son for telling a lie?" 

Violet Hoover caught her breath 
sharply- "Well .... I— I told you 
that because I was confused — and 
upset — about Don. I guess I didn't 
call Zachary. But he killed Don . . . 
I know he did!" 

"Mrs. Hoover, we've checked 
Zachary's alibi, and it's air-tight. 
He couldn't have killed your hus- 
band. I'm just wondering why you're 
so anxious to accuse him, and why 
you're so ready to throw suspicion 
on Martin Corey," he said sternly. 

At this her head came up and she 



almost spat her answer. "And why 
shouldn't I be? He was u\o. one who 
got Don to drinking again!" 

The chief of detectives fired another 
question. "Where is Corey now?" 

To his astonishment, she answer- 
ed without hesitation: "In a rest 
home in Fort Dodge. I had a letter 
from him this morning, telling me 
how sorry he was to read of Don's 
death. Sorry!" the word was a snarl. 
"If it weren't for Martin Corey, Don 
Hoover would be alive today! Here's 
his letter." She fumbled in her bag, 
brought up a crumpled envelope ad- 
dressed in sprawling, shaky charac- 
ters. 

Farley took the letter, read 
through it in silence, his forehead 
creased by a deep frown. It was a 
conventional note of condolence, un- 
deserving of interest save for a sin- 
gle sentence near the end. That sen- 
tence ran. 

"Perhaps if Don had come back 
down to the car after he went up- 
stairs to the hotel that afternoon for 
his money, he might be alive, and I 
might be out of this high-priced 
loony-bin, but he didn't, and after 
I'd waited around for an hom\ I went 
on the grand-daddy of all benders 
and ended up in Corky Flannagan's 
Speak. Corky drove me here." 

Farley handed back the letter 
without comment and looked up at 
the exquisite red-head. "You can go 
now, Mrs. Hoover," he said coolly. 

When Violet Hoover had gone, 
Farley called his aides into confer- 
ence, laid before them the gist of his 
interview with Mis. Hoover. "Her 
actions have been just stupid and 
malicious enough to be those of an 
innocent person," he said with a 
wry grimace. "Emotionally-mud- 
dled people, especially women, all 
too often behave as she has behaved. 
On the other hand, there's her 
brother-in-law, implicating Zachary 
and that poor drunk Corey even 
more viciously than her own lies 
did. And he certainly hasn't the ex- 
cuse she has. Now, what I want you 
boys to find out is why Cavanell 
Hoover lied— whether he jumped at 
conclusions from piecing together 
Violet's story, or whether he's mere- 
ly backing up her lies, or — " 

"Whether he's in love with her 
and the pair of 'em murdered Don 
Hoover," White supplied. 

"That's the idea," Farley snapped. 
"Now, hop to it" 

AS the first step in carrying out 
Farley's order, the detectives 
thoroughly canvassed the down-town 
neighborhood where the second- 
story Traveler's Hotel was located. 
In short order they turned up a mer- 
chant who recalled the incident re- 
ferred to in Martin Corey's letter. 
About four-thirty on the afternoon 
of September 13th, the merchant 
said, fixing the date as that on which 
he had made his semi-monthly 
stock- inventory, he had seen Don 
Hoover get out of Corey's eat and 
enter the hotel. Corey, he said, had 
waited about an hour, and had then 
driven off. 
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"And I didn't see either Hoover 
or Corey again," the merchant sum- 
med up. 

The next day the officers learned 
of another incident that had taken 
place on that afternoon of Sep- 
tember 13th. On the dead man's 
shirt Lieutenant Gibbons had dis- 
covered a laundry-mark which he 
had traced to a laundry near the 
hotel. Questioned, the laundryman 
told Gibbons he had delivered the 
freshly -done- up shirt to the Tra- 
veler's Hotel in person around five 
on the day Hoover disappeared. 

"And wait until you get a load of 
this, Chief," Gibbons told Farley 
grimly. "The laundryman swears he 
walked right smack in on a violent 
argument between Don and Cavanell 
Hoover. Three guesses what they 
were arguing about." 

"One guess'll do," Farley came 
back, his mouth stretched in a sar- 
donic grin. "They were arguing about 
Cavanell's attentions to Violet." 

"Right!" Gibbons nodded. "And 
what's more, Violet was taking 
Cavanell's part." 

Farley sat back in his chair. "Well, 
I guess that settles the question of 
motive, ajl right," he announced with 
evident satisfaction. "Now, it's just 
a question of pinning the actual 
murder where it belongs." 

For days Edwards and White 
haunted the Rialto, questioning lit- 
erally hundreds of persons in an 
attempt to get a picture of the re- 
lationship between Violet and Cav- 
anell Hoover. Their efforts did not 
go unrewarded. By the end of the 
second week in October they had 
learned that the pair had been 
flaunting their illicit romance for 
months prior to the murder. They 
had also learned that Don Hoover 
had not tumbled to the fact that he 
had a rival until the day of his dis- 
appearance. 

A bookmaker-acquaintance of the 
murdered man was the one to sup- 
ply this piece of intelligence. 

"I ran into Don as he was going 
into the ABC liquor - store," the 
bookie told White and Edwards. 
"I knew he'd been on the wagon for 
months so I asked him how come he 
was after a bottle. He told me a kind 
friend — he wouldn't name the party 
— had just tipped him off that his 
wife and his brother were playing 
house. And, boy, was he fit to be 
tied!" The bookie whistled express- 
ively. "He said he was going to get 
good and drunk, and that after that 
he was going to thrash it out." 

Two more days went by before the 
sleuths got another break. This one 
came from the night watchman em- 
ployed by merchaots on Virginia 
and Fourth Streets to keep an eye 
on their property. And what die 
watchman had to say made the in- 
vestigators sit up and take notice. 

"I make my rounds every hour," 
the watchman led off. Well, this par- 
ticular night — the night of September 
13th, I heard a lot of noise on the 
Traveler's Hotel stairs. I thought 
there was a fight going on there so 
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I poked my nose in at the door, and 
what do I see? A fight, hell! What 
I see is Mrs. Hoover and that slick- 
haired Cavanell dragging a big gar- 
bage can downstairs." 

"A garbage can?" White echoed. 
"What did they do with it?" 

"Dragged it out to the curb and 
loaded it into the back of Mrs. Hoo- 
ver's Ford sedan," the watchman re- 
plied promptly. 

"Then what?" Edwards wanted to 
know. 

"Then they drove along Virginia 
Street to the river," the watchman 
said. "But an hour later, when I 
passed the hotel again, the sedan was 
in its usual place." 

"And the garbage can?" White 
prompted. . 

"Gone." 

There seemed little doubt of the 
grisly use to which the garbage can 
and the Ford had been put. There 
also seemed little doubt that the 
murder had been committed in the 
hotel, sometime between four-thirty 
in the afternoon, when Don Hoover 
had left Martin Corey, and eleven- 
thirty that night, when the watchman 
claimed he had seen the auburn- 
haired Mrs. Hoover and her hand- 
some brother-in-law drive with their 
unusual cargo toward the river. 

Late as it was — nearly midnight 
— Edwards and White decided on an 
immediate visit to the Traveler's 
Hotel. 

They noticed a fresh linoleum strip 
had also been laid in the lobby and 
glistening white paint applied to the 
walls and woodwork of a corridor 
that opened and led to a white-paint- 
ed door marked "Bath." 

Nor was that all. Behind the coun- 
ter, above a rack containing letters 
and keys, hung a repeater -type shot- 
gun. 

White had entered the office-en- 
closure and was just reaching for the 
gun with handkerchief - wrapped 
fingers when quick, light steps sound- 
ed behind him and Violet Hoover's 
voice suddenly gasped: "Wh — what 
are you doing?" 

As White turned, Cavanell Hoover 
appeared, scowling, behind his sis- 
ter-in-law. "Yes, what's the mean- 
ing of this?" he demanded. 

"We just want to make sure that 
this is the gun Don Hoover was mur- 
dered with," White said casually, 
propping the weapon in the crook of 
his arm. "Suppose you two come a- 
long with us to headquarters while 
we do that." And he signalled to 
Edwards to snap handcuffs on the 
pair. 

Sensing that the game was up, the 
pair wilted fast. Confronted with 
Cavanell Hoover's fingerprints, 
brought out by Weir from the gun- 
butt, and with the report of the bal- 
listics experts to the effect that the 
weapon had been recently fired, they 
both made full confessions. 

"Cavanell did the actual killing," 
Violet Hoover said, while Bud Hoo- 
ver looked on, scowling. "I just at- 
tacked Don with a kitchen knife to 
keep him from turning to see Cav- 



anell coming at him with the gun. 
Don was pretty drunk, so it was 
easy. After he was dead, we stuf- 
fed him into a garbage can and drove 
him to the river and dumped him 
in. We disposed of the exploded 
shells the same way, but we brought 
back the garbage can and I scrubbed 
it out myself," she added with a note 
almost of pride. 

She had had the lobby- and stairs 
redecorated because, as she said, 
"you can't knife a man and shoot 
him full of buckshot without making 
a pretty bad mess. The divorce pro- 
ceedings, she explained, were a red 
herring, to convince anyone who 
might suspect otherwise that at the 
time of filing, Don Hoover was still 
alive. 

■ #■ * 

"IIIELL, that's that," Farley re- 
TY marked after the pair had sign- 
ed their confessions and had been 
led off to cells. "And I might add, 
a nastier murder case I've never 
seen." 

"And you know, it's funny," White 
said, stroking his chin, "if it hadn't 
been for that liquor permit with its 
tell-tale entry for September 13th, 
we might still be wondering what 
the answer was." 

By the time Violet and Cavanell 
Hoover were arraigned, on October 
31st, the investigators had snared 
the remaining loose ends in the case. 
Under new slip-covers in the wo- 
man's sedan they had found blood- 
stains, and in the kitchen of the 
hotel they had come upon a well- 
scrubbed meat knife that neverthe- 
less had yielded traces of blood under 
laboratory examination. 

In addition they had learned that 
the murder of his brother was not 
.the first crime in which Cavanell 
Hoover had been implicated. After 
a youthful career of petty crime, he 
had assisted in the heist of a money 
truck in 1935. For this he had been 
sentenced by Federal authorities to 
a twenty-year prison term. In April 
of 1945, however, he had been pa- 
roled from Leavenworth Federal 
Penitentiary, only to involve himself 
in the worst offense of his career 
less than five months later. 

At his trial, which opened in 
March, 1946, County Attorney Ed- 
ward Moran made telling use of 
Cavanell Hoover's record, with the 
result that the jury found him guilty 
as charged, and the presiding judge 
sentenced him to forty years in 
Iowa's State Penitentiary. Should he 
survive this term, he will be return- 
ed to Leavenworth, Kansas, to serve 
an additional ten years of the sen- 
tence from which he was paroled. 

For her part in the slaying of her 
racketeer - husband, Violet Hoover 
was sentenced on March 12th, 1946, 
to a minimum term of ten years in 
Women's Prison at Rockwell, Iowa. 



(In order to spare embarrassment to 
persons innocently involved in this 
case, the names William Zackary 
and Martin Corey are fictitious.) 
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"Seems to me, Roderick's about the 
only rancher in these parts who's 
been able to buy new stock and 
afford improvements on his place 
this past year," the Sheriff mused. "I 
wonder if he's been drawing on his 
savings to buy those things or if — " 

Just then Deputy Ed Farrell drifted 
into die office. Quickly the Sheriff 
told Farrell the nature of Mrs. Roder- 
ick's visit. 

"You mosey around a bit and see 
if you can find out something about 
this red head," McGrath suggested. 
"Mrs. Roderick didn't even know her 
name, but it shouldn't be hard for 
you to find out She must have called 
on some of the other ranchers' wives 
to peddle her gimcracks. Maybe she 
even, told some of those women some- 
thing about herself. I'll be around 
somewhere when you get back. Me — 
I'm going over to the bank and have 
a look at Frank Roderick's account." 

Sheriff McGrath was busy in the 
days that followed with routine 
matters, and he wasn't always able 
to devote his time to the search for 
Frank Roderick. Then again, the 
genial Sheriff had his own methods 
for investigating a case. In a small 
place like La Honda, where almost 
everyone knew everyone else's busi- 
ness, the portly Sheriff knew that 
if he was patient he would pick up 
as much information simply by keep- 
ing his hears open than if he bustled 
around his bailiwick in the approved 
manner of a story book detective. 
And so, as the days lengthened into 
weeks, Sheriff McGrath gradually ac- 
quired a fairly extensive picture of 
Frank Roderick's background. 

"The more I hear about Roderick," 
the Sheriff confided to Farrell, "The 
more I'm convinced he was mixed up 
in this rustling business. For one 
thing, in the month he's been gone 
there hasn't been a single report of 
missing stock." 

"For a rancher who had no more 
benefits than the rest of the cattle- 
men in these parts," observed Dep- 
uty Farrell, "Roderick seems to have 
done pretty good for himself. And 
you say he had quite a sizeable sav- 
ings account over at the bank?" 

"Yes," agreed McGrath, "that was 
a lucky hunch to look up his account. 
I found out quite a bit at the bank. 
In fact, I got quite a surprise when 
I took a peek at the books. You 
might say I decided to follow an en- 
tirely different sort of investigation 
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after I'd seen nis account. For one 
thing — " 

The Sheriff and his deputy looked 
up as a decrepit figure came through 
the door of the office. The man was 
unshaved and ragged and he had the 
air of a typical hobo. A dirt-stained 
patch covered one eye. 

"Guess you didn t notice the sign 
outside," said Farrell pleasantly to 
the stranger. "This is the La Honda 
office of the County Sheriff and in 
case you don't know it, we're sup- 
posed to lock up suspicious strangers 
with no visible means of support." 

"I wasn't exactly looking for a 
handout," he drawled amiably to 
Deputy Farrell. "Fact is, I wanted to 
see the Sheriff about something — per- 
sonal." 

Farrell shot a quick look at his 
chief and then, when he thought he 
saw a signal in McGrath's features, 
he suddenly remembered an errand 
on the other side of La Honda. He 
excused himself and walked out. 
* * # 

I1FHEN Farrell returned an hour or 
Tf so later, the rotund Sheriff was 
sitting idly in his swivel chair, doing 
nothing more important that gazing 
at his hands folded on an ample lap. 

"Ed," McGratn said, "maybe we 
ought to ride out and see Mis' 
Roderick. She was in here the other 
day to find out if we had any trace 
of that runaway old man of hers, and 
I don't want her to think we've gone 
to sleep on the job." 

"Ill say this for Mrs. Roderick," 
said Deputy Farrell as the two were 
driving out to the Roderick ranch a 
short time later, "She's doing her best 
to make a go of it with Roderick gone. 
She has only two hired hands, but 
between them they're keeping the 
place going. I was talking to George 
Steinberg the other day, and he says 
she's doing a smart job of it." 

"Steinberg?" said McGrath absently. 
"Isn't he the fellow who sold Rod- 
erick the ranch?" 

"Yes," replied Farrell, marvelling 
at the Sheriff's memory for small de- 
tails. "Yes, Steinberg sold Roderick 
the place. He ranched the acreage 
himself for years before Roderick 
took it over." 

"If I correctly recall,'' mused 
McGrath, "Steinberg's own place is 
about five miles from the Roderick 
ranch. Mm-m, must remember that. 
By the way, did Steinberg mention 
what Mis' Roderick was doing with 
her husband gone?" 

"She doesn't seem to have added 
any more stock, but she's broken up 
a lot of new ground to plant feed. 
That's right smart when you figure 
how the price of feed keeps going up. 
Wouldn't wonder if she isn't planning 
to do a little irrigating, too." 

"By the way, Ed," said the Sher- 
iff, "you never got a line on that red- 
head Roderick skipped out with, did 
you?" 

"It's the darndest thing," admitted 
Farrell ruefully, "but I located more 
peddlers, both male and female, 
who've been around these parts in 
recent months, but I just couldn't 
find out anything about the red-head. 
But I figure that right after she hit 



the Roderick, place, she saw Frank 
was taking a tumble for her and de- 
cided there was more paydirt in mak- 
ing a play for him than traipsing 
around the hills with her potholdeis 
and stuff." 

"Maybe you're right," said McGrath. 
"Well, here's the Roderick place." 

The two officials saw a man plough- 
ing in a large field near the ranch 
house as they went to pay their re- 
spects to Mrs. Roderick. 

"You got any news now of that 
skunk?" asked Mrs. Roderick as she 
came to the door. 

"We're working on a couple of 
angles, Mis' Roderick," said the Sher- 
iff. "Don't you worry; we'll catch up 
with that old bald-headed coot." 

"I hope you do," she said dispirit- 
ely. "I'm having a hard time ninning 
this place. I owe the hired men back 
wages — " 

Just then a well-built man came 
around the side of the house. He had 
jet-black hair, bronzed features and 
the youthful vigor of a man who has 
worked in the open. 

"This is Bill Woodring," said Mrs. 
Roderick. "He and that fellow plough- 
ing over there are all the help I've 
got to run this place." 

"Howdy Sheriff," said Woodring 
as the woman completed the intro- 
ductions. "Any news of that side- 
winder who up and ran out on Mrs. 
Roderick here?" 

The Sheriff admitted that so far his 
search had been futile. 

"The day you bring him back," 
Woodring said, "I'm going to get me 
a new job. Frank Roderick was a 
pretty good boss, but I ain't got any 
use for a skunk who'll leave a wife 
and a youngster." 

lUJcGRATH was gazing in the di- 
1T1 rection where the other hired 
man was ploughing in the field. Be- 
cause of the distance which separated 
them, the plougher and his horses 
moved silently, like figures in a 
dream, and McGrath's interest, it 
seemed to Deputy Farrell, was un- 
usual. Surely nothing could be more 
ordinary in San Mateo county than 
a man ploughing a field. 

"Mind if we mosey around a bit, 
Mis' Roderick?" Farrell heard his su- 
perior saying. "We might pick up a 
few pointers on how a ranch is run 
when a woman is in charge." 

Their inspection of the ranch seem- 
ed casual enough, but McGrath was 
taking in every detail. Presently, they 
encountered nine-year-old Philbert 
playing behind a stable. 

"Say, you're getting to be quite a 
man," commented McGrath as he 
patted the little fellow on the head. 
"I'll bet you're a lot of help around 
the ranch." 

"I am sure," boasted Philbert. "And 
when Pop gets back, I'm going to 
ask him to let me help with the 
branding again, even if it is past my 
bedtime. It's lots of fun branding the 
steers at night." 

"You bet it is," agreed McGrath, 
exchanging a sharp look with his 
deputy. "Does your Ppp always do 
the branding at night?" 

"No," said Philbert. "onlv with the 
WOMEN IN CRIME 



new steers. Pop says you have to 
brand 'em right away because new 
steers wander away sometimes and 
then they get mixed up with the 
stock on the other ranches. Once we 
had to go clear over there," ,he 
pointed toward the horizon, "to get 
back a new steer that got away be- 
fore Pop had time to brand it. We had 
an awful time chasing it back." 

"Who do you mean by we?" asked 
McGrath. "Just you and your Pop?" 

"And Mister Woodring, too," said 
the boy. "Just the three of us. Gosh, 
it was fun!" 

"I'll bet it was, Phil," said the 
Sheriff. All the time they were talk- 
ing, they continued to wander around. 
On a table behind a small corral was 
a stack of branding irons. MrGrath 
seemed to eye them casually, but 
later, after they had left the boy and 
were driving away from the Roderick 
ranch the Sheriff said: 

"Did you notice those irons, Ed?" 

"I'll say I did, Jim," replied Far- 
rell. "There were enough there to 
fake a dozen different brands, and 
it's the first time I ever saw so 
many running irons on one ranch. 
You'd think Roderick made a mis- 
take every time he stuck an iron into 
a beef's hide. Or maybe you're think- 
ing what I'm thinking, that what the 
youngster told us and those irons add 
up to a pretty suspicious case against 
Rod — hey, Jim, we're heading the 
wrong way to get back to La Honda!" 

"Not going back to La Honda just 
yet, Ed," said the Sheriff. "I want to 
have a chat with George Steinberg." 

The former owner of the Roderick 
ranch greeted McGrath and his dep- 
uty cordially when they reached the 
Steinberg place. Farrell discreetly 
withdrew because he sensed that his 
chief had something more than a 
social call on his mind in visiting 
Rancher Steinberg. A short time 
later, when McGrath called out to 
announce they were starting back, 
Farrell also held his tongue when 
Steinberg climbed into the flivver 
with them. The three chatted on 
trivial matters until they reached 
the road turning into the Roderick 
property. 

"Ed," said McGrath, "George and 
I are going to the ranch house and 
pretend that he wants to buy the 
place back. While we're talking to 
Mis' Roderick, I want you to have a 
peek in that old shack on the other 
side of the field that fellow is plough- 
ing. You'll have to circle around that 
grove of trees so that you won't be 
seen from the house. When you've 
looked the shack over, come on back 
here the same way and wait for us." 

Deputy Farrell moved to obey and 
Steinberg and the Sheriff continued 
up the road to the house. There was 
no sign of Woodring or Mrs. Rod- 
erick, but the same dream-like 
ploughman was toiling in the dis- 
tance. 

"Would it be this field" asked 
McGrath. 

Steinberg nodded. 

"Think you could figure out where 
it was?" the Sheriff asked next. 

For a moment, the rancher stud- 
ied the expanse of freshly- ploughed 
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ground. Then, taking up a position by 
a corner of the ranchhouse, he shut 
one eye and squinted in the direction 
of a clump of willows. In the manner 
of a surveyor laying out a land 
marker, he started stepping off paces 
across the newly-ploughed field. The 
big Sheriff watched intently. For per- 
haps fifty paces, Steinberg continued 
across the furrows. Then he stopped 
and with a stick drew a circle around 
where he stood. 

"I'd say that was the spot," Stein- 
berg said when he had rejoined the 
Sheriff. 

"You sure? I'd hate to make a 
mistake." 

"Listen Sheriff, I've been over 
there too many times in the years I 
owned the place to make a mistake." 

"I hope so," sighed the Sheriff. 
"Well, inasmuch as nobody has seen 
us, we might as well go on back. It'll 
make it easier for the next time I 
come out here." 

Deputy Farrell was plainly excited 
when McGrath and the rancher re- 
joined him at the spot where the 
Roderick road met the highway. But 
he managed to keep his thoughts to 
himself until they had driven Stein- 
berg back to his own place and then 
started back toward La Honda. 

"By Golly, Jim!" exclaimed Farrell 
at last. "I found what I expect you 
wanted me to find in that old shack. 
There's bloodspots on two of the 
walls. I don't know how you knew 
it, but they're there. And that isn't 
all.' I counted the carcasses of five 
steers behind a fringe of scrub the 
other side of those trees. And Jim, 
they'd been shot, every last one of 
'em!" 

The Sheriff nodded thoughtfully as 
the flivver rattled on toward La 
Honda. 

"What beats me, though," Far- 
rell went on, "is although none of 
'em carry Roderick's brand, they've 
been lying there for at least a 
month. Granting they were rustled 
off the other ranches around here . 
by Roderick, why do you suppose the 
darn fool didn't get the hides off 
them? And why let all that good 
market beef rot in the sun?" Then 
as an afterthought, Farrell exclaimed: 
"I almost forgot! Of course! When 
Roderick skipped out with the red 
head he didn't have time to skin the 
critters and cut up the beef. Well, sir, 
that red head sure led Roderick into 
a heap of trouble, didn't she?" 

"If I'm not miscalculating," said 
McGrath somberly, "Frank Roder- 
ick's where we won't be able to make 
any trouble for him!" 

"Then you figure he's really gone 
a long way off with the red head?" 

"I'm not so sure about the red 
head," said McGrath as he halted the 
flivver outside of his office, "but I 
figure Roderick hasn't gone too far." 

"I don't understand you, Jim," 
said Farrell. "First you say Roder- 
ick's some place where we can't 
bother him and then you say he 
hasn't gone very far." 

"Come on inside and I'll explain. 
Everything seems to be fitting to- 
gether perfectly and — oh, hello, Clar- 



ence," the Sheriff said to a man sit- 
ting in his office. McGrath turned to 
Farrell and said: "Ed, this is Clar- 
ence Wikoff, a brother deputy of 
yours." 

Farrell looked perplexed as he 
shook hands with the stranger. 

"Seems to me I've seen you some- 
place recently," he said, "but I'll be 
darned if I know where." 

McGrath and Wikoff joined in the 
same laugh. 

"Maybe it's the clothes and the 
clean shirt," chuckled Wikoff. "The 
last time we met I needed a shave 
awfully bad and I was wearing a 
patch over my eye — " 

"Great Guns! You're the hobo I 
tried to chase away!" said Farrell in 
amazement 

"I swore Wikoff in as a special 
deputy weeks ago," explained Mc- 
Grath. "He's a stranger in these parts 
and I needed somebody who wouldn't 
be recognized when he started hang- 
ing around the Roderick ranch. He 
did a few chores for a food handout 
and — " 

"That's how you knew about the 
blood spots in the old shack," inter- 
rupted Farrell. 

"Yes, but you found the dead 
steers behind the scrub." said his 
chief warmly. "Between you and 
Wikoff and the bank account and 
George Steinberg's good memory, I 
think we've just about go this case 
figured out." 

Farrell was completely bewil- 
dered, so the Sheriff explained. 

"You'll remember I went over to 
the bank right after Mis' Roderick 
reported her husband had run away 
with a red head? Well, I wanted to 
see how much money Roderick had 
drawn out, not only when he skipped, 
but before then. I wanted to see 
whether he'd been using his savings 
to make all those improvements 
while the rest of the ranchers here- 
abouts barely got by. Well, those 
cattle rustling hints against Roderick 
looked mighty like hitting the 
nail on the head to me. Frank Rod- 
erick hadn't taken a cent out of his 
account for more than six months, 
in fact up until a few days before he 
left he'd been adding to it I checked 
and found out he'd shipped quite a 
few hides and sides of beef from 
Redwood City without anybody no- 
ticing he was killing off his own 
stock. That sort of adds up, doesn't 
it?" 

"Sure does," agreed Farrell, "and 
I'll bet he had quite a hefty roll to 
draw out when he beat it with the 
red head." 

"That's just the point," said Mc- 
Grath. "All that money's still in Rod- 
erick's account" 

"But his wife said he'd drawn it 
out and gone off in his Sunday suit!" 
said Farrell. 

"Oh, yes, and that's another thing," 
continued the Sheriff. "George Stein- 
berg recognized Roderick's good suit 
on another man the other day. Maybe 
you'd have recognized it today out 
at the Roderick place if you'd been 
familiar with it" 

"Woodring!" The light was begin- 
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rung to dawn for Farrell. 

The Sheriff nodded. "I figure Rod- 
erick's dead — murdered!" 

"Special Deputy Wikoff here," he 
went on, "got to wondering where 
the body might be after he'd seen 
the bloodspots in the old shack at 
the edge of the ploughed field. He 
didn't see any freshly-dug places 
that might be a grave and he was 
sort of figuring that the body might 
be dumped in a small lake in the 
east pasture. I tried for a long time 
to think of a scheme for dragging 
the lake without creating any sus- 
picion when George Steinberg's good 
memory helped out the second time. 
After Wikoff had left the ranch, 
somebody who was talking to me one 
day about the Roderick place said 
something about a well that had dried 
up on the ranch. Now, Wikoff was 
pretty certain he hadn't seen any well 
around the place ; they get thei r 
water from a reservoir supplied by 
a new pump Roderick put in last 
faU. 

"But Steinberg remembered the 
well, and from his description of its 
location, I decided it must be some- 
where in that Geld where we saw 
the fellow ploughing. That's why I 
took Steinberg over there to see if 
he could pick out the spot where the 
well had been. Tomorrow we're go- 
ing to find out." 

EARLY the next day Sheriff Mc- 
Grath led a party of a dozen or 
so specially deputized men out to 
the Roderick ranch. In the party 
besides Farrell and Wikoff was La 
Honda's town constable, F. B. Grill. 
The men carried picks and shovels 
and were prepared to do a lot of 
digging. The Sheriff took them over 
to the spot in the ploughed field 
where Steinberg had drawn the 
circle. 

"Start right in there, boys," he said. 
"I'm going over to the house." 

Mrs. Roderick, who must have seen 
the group of men on her property, 
greeted the Sheriff calmly. 

"Any news of that skunk yet. 
Sheriff?" she said. 

"I'm hoping we'll be turning him 
up very shortly now," said McGrath 
cryptically. "By the way, where's 
Woodring?" 

"He's gone to Redwood," she said. 
"He should be back tomorrow." 

"And the other man of yours, 
what's his name? The fellow I saw 
ploughing yesterday?" 

"That's Ernie Hilderbrand," she 
said. "He's around someplace." 

"I suppose you're wondering where 
I expect to find your husband, Mis' 
Roderick?" 

"Makes no difference to me, just 
so long as you catch up with him," 
she said, and the old bitterness crept 
into her drab voice. If McGrath ex- 
pected her to betray nervousness, he 
was disappointed. 

"Come and take a look out of the 
back door," he invited. 

When the woman saw McGrath'-s 
deputies industriously working in 
the ploughed field, she looked won- 
deringly at him. 



"What are all those men doing?" 
she asked without emotion. 

"Looking for your husband. Mis' 
Roderick." 

"You mean you think he's dead 
and buried out there?" she demand- 
ed. "Seems to me you'll have to do a 
heap of digging to turn up all thai 
field." 

"Maybe that's what was behind 
the idea of having it ploughed at this 
time." said McGrath without taking 
his eyes off her. But she returned 
his gaze unwaveringly. The sheriff 
was beginning to feel stumped. 

"By the way," he said irrelevantly. 
"I heard you were over to Redwood 
City about ten days ago." Just then 
one of his men came to the back 
door. 

"We're down about five feet, Sher- 
iff," he reported, "We haven't struck 
a thing yet." 

"Keep on digging," said McGrath. 

"As I was saying," he said to Mrs. 
Roderick when the man had gone 
back to his work, "I heard you were 
over to Redwood the other day." 

"That's right," she said calmly. 

"I also heard that you'd filed ap- 
plication for a divorce." 

"That's right too," she said and 
anger tinctured her tones. "Who's got 
a better right after the way Frank 
Roderick treated me?" 

"You still think he went off with 
that red head?" 

"What else can I think?" she re- 
torted. 

"Do you know, Mis' Roderick," he 
said, "we haven't found another per- 
son besides yourself who ever saw 
that red head. By the way, how did 
you come to decide to get a divorce?" 

"Bill — I mean Mr. Woodring, sug- 
gested it," she said. The Sheriff 
thought he detected a trace of worry 
in her manner for the first time. 

The day wore on and when 
night came, the men had reached 
twenty feet below the surface with- 
out finding anything to indicate a 
filled-in well. Then, just as they were 
ready to call it a day, their shovels 
struck something hard. In a few mo- 
ments they knew they had really 
been digging in an abandoned well. 
Chunks of scrap iron, an old tire, a 
broken saddle stirrup were turned up 
in the fast-fading light. 

"Stand guard over that hole all 
night," McGrath ordered. "A couple 
of you can stay in the house all night, 
too. We'll go on the first thing in the 
morning." 

The next day was June 27, more 
than a month since Frank Roderick 
had dropped out of sight. 

DIGGING in the old well was 
slower now as the men encoun- 
tered rubbish of all sorts that had 
been used to fill in the shaft. It was 
nearly noon before they had gone 
down another five feet. Still, they 
labored on. Meanwhile, Woodring 
returned to the ranch and McGrath 
started to grill him. The other hired 
man, Ernie Hilderbrand, had been 
questioned for hours the previous day 
without success. 
Woodring was even cooler than 
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Mrs. Roderick had been when 
McGrath plied him with pointed 
questions. He calmly denied all 
knowledge of Roderick's where- 
abouts. Suddenly McGrath shot at 
him: 

"How does it happen that you're 
wearing Roderick's best suit?" 

The man flushed, but did not seem 
unduly alarmed. 

'Frank used to keep it out in the 
barn," he said evenly, "When he ran 
off with her, he must have been in 
such a hurry that he forgot it. After 
he'd been gone a while, I started 
wearing the pants and when Mrs. 
Roderick didn't seem to recognize 
inem, I wore the coat, too." 

It was a logical explanation, only 
Sheriff McGrath thought it a bit too 
logical. A man trapped in an act of 
rhievery, he reasoned, wouldn't be 
quite so glib. Nevertheless, Woodring 
cooly resisted all efforts to shake him 
:nto making any damning admissions. 

The perspiring deputies had dug 
a deep hole, nearly thirty feet. The 
collection of old iron and other junk 
had ceased now and they were shov- 
elling out plain dirt again. All at 
once, a shout went up that reached 
Sheriff McGrath in the ranchhouse. 
He hurried over to the weary group. 

"We just found a man's shoe, 
Sheriff." one of the men called out, 
and — there's a foot in it!" 

Fifteen minutes later, the shrewd 
reasoning of a country sheriff had 
jorne fruit. 

Frank Roderick had been found. 

That night, a county medical 
examiner performed an autopsy on 
'.he overalled figure disinterred from 
a thirty-foot tomb. 

There's one bullet wound in the 
skull," the doctor told Sheriff Mc- 
Grath. "There's also a deep gash in 
the head that indicates the man was 
struck with a heavy instrument." 

Then either the blow or the bul- 
let finished him?" said the Sheriff. 

"In my opinion, Sheriff," said the 
doctor, "I don't believe either the 
blow or the bullet killed him. From 
the condition of the lungs I'd say he 
choked to death." 

" 4 You mean— he was buried alive 
in that well?" said McGrath incred- 
ulously. 

"That's what it looks like." 

McGrath had locked Woodring and 
Mrs, Roderick up on a charge of sus- 
picion of murder. Hilderbrand, the 
other hired man, was held as a ma- 
terial witness. 

But who had killed Frank Rod- 
erick? 

And what was the motive? 

Sheriff McGrath believed he knew 
the motive. Under extensive grilling, 
Hilderbrand admitted he sometimes 
thought ''Woodring was kinda sweet 
on the boss's wife," and childish re- 
marks from the boy indicated that 
while the Roderick's ranch had sud- 
denly lost its lawful master, this 
deficiency had been made up by the 
dashing Woodring as soon as Rod- 
erick disappeared. 

Alter days of relentless question- 
ing, Mrs. Roderick began to show 
signs of weakening. Again, t^" 1 coun- 
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try peace officer employed elemen- 
tary reasoning to force a showdown. 
He matched Woodring and the wom- 
an against each other with adroit in- 
sinuations that each was striving to 
shift the suspicion on the other. 
Finally, Mrs. Roderick buckled under 
the strain. 

'He did it — Woodring killed my 
husband!" she screamed and went in- 
to hysterics. They calmJd her, and 
then pressed for the details. 

"'I've known all along that Wood- 
ring killed Frank," she said, "but he 
forced me to keep quiet. And the 
longer 1 kept silent, the more I knew 
I was implicating myself." 

'Why did he kill your husband?" 

"Because Frank beat me and the 
boy," she said. "Bill was sort of in 
love with me, I guess. 

''I was in the house one night when 
I heard a shot. It seemed to come 
from the old shack. Then I saw 
Woodring standing with a rifle in his 
hand. He told me to go back in the 
house and shut the door. After a 
while, he came in and told me he'd 
killed Frank and buried his body in 
the old well." 

McGrath had Woodring brought in 
from his cell and told Mrs. Roderick 
to repeat- what she had just confessed. 
The accused man listened unemo- 
tionally until she had finished. 

"She's either crazy or lying," he 
said calmly. "I don't know a thing 
about it." 

All efforts to break down the man's 
stoical mien were futile. Steadfastly, 
he alternately accused Mrs. Roderick 
of being insane or a liar. 

Meanwhile, Sheriff McGrath was 
not satisfied that Mrs, Roderick had 
told the whole story. Each time she 
re-told it, there were small discrep- 
ancies which did not escape the 
shrewd peace officer. Over and over 
again, he made her repeat her ver- 
sion, and then finally he forced her 
to admit that she had helped to bury 
her husband's body. 

The filing of the divorce suit had 
been a rather clever touch and pro- 
jected for a two-fold purpose. 

First, it would be necessary for 
Mrs. Roderick to go through the for- 
mality of divorcing a man from 
whom death already had freed her 
so that she could ultimately marry 
another man. 

The second reason was for an en- 
tirely different purpose. 

"Woodring told me that if I di- 
vorced my husband," she admitted to 
McGrath. "you would quit looking 
for him and the red head." 

Thus, instead of the case being one 
of a faithless husband, it had been 
the other way around and in the 
end the woman and her lover had 
decided to put the husband out of 
their way. 

When they came to trial in Red- 
wood City a few weeks later, Wood- 
ring continued to protest his inno- 
cence. But a jury thought otherwise, 
and in less than two hours brought in 
a guilty verdict against both defen- 
dants. 

Woodring and Mrs. Roderick were 
sentenced to life imprisonment. 
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"I meant every word of it. If you 
can arrange it so that I can get out 
of here, I'll find out where 'Izzy' gets 
her 'stuff.' I'll buy some myself — and 
you can do the rest." 

Sheriff Root looked at Joyce quiz- 
zically. 

"You realize, of course," he said, 
"that your life will be in danger. If 
the mob even suspects you, you'll be 
the target for a bullet or a knife. If 
I found you some morning with a slit 
throat, I'd never forgive myself." 

Joyce smiled up at him bravely. 

"I'll go through with it," she said, 
her red mouth set firmly. 

Root's face bore a mingled expres- 
sion of anxiety for Joyce's safety and 
admiration for her courage. "You've 
sure got what it takes," he said. 

"But there's one promise I want 
from you," Joyce told him steadily. 
"I want you to give me your word 
you'll let me see this through to the 
finish. I don't want to stop after we've 
picked up a few petty dope peddlers. 
I want to get enough evidence to con- 
vict the leaders — the higher-ups." 

Root rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 

"The higher up you go, the more 
danger you'll face," he warned her. 
"But the man we want is known as 
'The Top.' If you get him — the ring 
is smashed. You know," he added im- 
pulsively, "I really think you can do 
it." 

They shook hands to seal their 
compact, and the girl smiled impish- 
ly. I'll get you the 'Top's' name and 
address. All you'll have to do is catch 
him." 

TiE next night, when Izzy's 
screaming started again, Joyce 
immediately went to her celL 
"Listen," she whispered, vigorously 
massaging the woman's body, "I've 
got the sheriff where I want him. 
I can do anything around here. 
He'll even let me out for a while. 
Tell me where to get the 'stuff and 
I'll pick up a 'bindle' for you." 

"Izzy's" hopeless face became trans- 
formed. Her eyes — bleary and tearful 
a moment before — now blazed with 
an unholy joy. Swiftly, she reached 
under her mattress, then pressed two 
crumpled bills into s Joyce's hand. 

"Get to see Fat Rosie." she whis- 
pered feverishly. "Tell her you're my 
'wire'. She'll hand out the stuff." 

A half hour later, a girl strolled 
out of the jail. 

None of her friends would have 
recognized the well-bred, dignified 
and fashionably - dressed Joyce 
McAllister in the sister of the evening 
who slouched down the brilliantly 
Ugh ted street 
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FAT ROSIE said she was glad Izzy 
had found a 'wire' in the 'can'. 
It didn't do Rosie any good to have 
her customers tucked away where 
they were no longer laying it on the 
line for "stuff." This new dame look- 
ed like she was gonna be a great help 
Each night for a week Joyce made a 
buy from Fat Rosie, and soon, Rosie 
trusted her. One day the peddler told 
the girl she was leaving town. 

"Dearie," she said, "I gotta go to 
N'Yawk, so I'm gonna turn you over 
to Nick. I tipped him that the girl in 
the Red Jacket is oke. You pick him 
up at the cigar store. Just walk up 
and down and make a sign with 
your finger under your nose — like 
this. He'll know you then." 

Joyce met Nick, a slick-haired, 
shifty-eyed gigolo, who divided his 
time between dope-peddling and 
procuring. 

Nick liked Joyce's looks. "You got 
a nice build, kid," he said, coolly 
eyeing her up and down 

"Y'ain't so bad yerself, baby," she 
cooed. 

He preened himself with satisfac- 
tion. 

"Fat Rosie says you're O.K. But 
even if she didn't tell me, 1 never 
make a mistake about dames. Mostly 
, the dames make mistakes about me. 
And when they do,", his voice turned 
chill and hard, "they don't make 
another. See?" His hand slid across 
his skinny throat in a gesture that 
was unmistakeable 

"I'll bet you tell that to all the 
dames," Joyce said coyly 

He laughed hugely, slapping his 
thighs 

"You're a card," he said. "Maybe 
there's some other business we can 
do, -besides this . ." 

The girl felt her cheeks burn with 
anger, but she patted his arm, 
"Maybe," Joyce said, with a promise 
in her eyes, "but not tonight " 

She gave him 'Izzy's' money and ht 
slipped a small package into her 
hand, squeezing it, 

"Take it easy kid," he warned as 
she left. "Look out for the cops and 
the sheriff's guys. It'll be a long time 
before you're out if they nail you with 
that stuff on you." 

Until Joyce turned the corner he 
watched the swaying of her rounded 
hips under the skirt, He whistled 
softly. 

ABOUT ten days after Joyce be- 
came the Girl in the Red Jacket, 
she and Sheriff Root held a council 
of war 

"Nick is just a small time peddler.' 
said the girl after reviewing her ac- 
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uvities. "'If I'm to get the head men, 
I've got to buy in larger quantities." 

Root agreed. He produced a large 
roll of bills. "How much do you 
need?" he asked. Joyce took five hun- 
dred dollars and went to see Nick 
again. 

"Look, Nicky," she said, "Every- 
body in the can who buys from me , 
knows the regular price. I can't jack 
it up enough to make any real dough. 
I want to buy the stuff wholesale — 
a gal has to live, you know." 

Nick looked at her admiringly. 
"You're O.K. kid. You got a head on 
your shoulders." He put his hand on 
her. "Maybe you and me can go places 
together." 

Inwardly Joyce recoiled. But she 
couldn't reveal her disgust. She need- 
ed him. Joyce smiled up into his eyes. 
"Not now, Nicky. Business before 
pleasure. 1 want the stuff tonight — 
five hundred dollars worth. Do I get 
it?" * 

Nick, anticipating the easy conquest 
her eyes promised him, led the girl 
to Rickey. Rickey was different. He 
barely glanced at her. Business was 
business with him and dames and 
business didn't mix. Joyce realized 
she had to be very careful in dealing 
with Rickey. 

WITHIN a month, all the denizens 
of the underworld — of Reno's 
Chinatown and crib district — knew 
the Girl in the Red Jacket was a 
smart operator who was making good. 
She was selling "stuff" in the city 
"can," and it was rumored that she 
was aiming at an even better market. 

'Rickey," Joyce exclaimed one 
night, "I made my 'in' at the state 
pen. Now I need the stuff in bigger 
lots. Where do I get it?" 

"Guess I'd better take you to the 
boss. If he ain't got enough for you, 
he'll take you to 'The Top'. There 
you'll get all you want." 

Joyce was thrilled. For the first 
time since she had begun her secret 
c-ampaign to break the dope ring, she 
heard one of the peddlers speak of 
The Top'. Here was the first real 
lead — a lead to the end of the trail — 
or to death! Now, if ever, she must 
watch her step. "I'd like to see the 
boss, Rickey," she said simply. 

Rickey led her through devious 
alleys where vague shadows lounged 
m doorways, and past the crib, its dim 
lights reflecting garishly painted 
faces. Then they passed through a 
noisy saloon and at last, after cross- 
ing another alley, Joyce's guide 
knocked at the rear door of a small, 
dark building. 

A peculiar odor, that was somehow 
familiar, assailed Joyce's nostrils. All 
at once she remembered. As a little 
girl, she had inhaled the same smell 
of boiled starch and steam when she 
had accompanied her father to the 
corner Chinese Laundry. Only now 
the smell was mixed, in an unfor- 
gettable blend, with the sweetish, 
sickly odor of opium. 

The door swung open and they 
walked down a dark hallways -to a 
curtained laundry. Evidently it 
wasn't doing much business, for the 
WOMEN IN CRIME 
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usual bundles of damp clothes, the 
hot irons, and neatly-folded shirts 
were conspicuously missing. Sudden- 
ly, from behind the curtain, appeared 
a wizened little Chinese who smiled 
at Joyce and introduced himself as 
Woo Suey Wing. 

"You gal in Led Jacket," he said 
shaking her hand cordially. "You do 
allight. What you want now?" 

She told him of her need for larger 
quantities of dope, and the oriental's 
black eyes shone with the apprecia- 
tion of one good business man for 
another. "Maybe you bettah see Top- 
man. Wait tomollah. Come heah flont 
door. Bling wash. G'nigh'." Woo duck- 
ed behind the curtain and was gone. 

THAT night Joyce had a long talk 
with the sheriff. 
"This is getting dangerous, Joyce," 
Root said. "Why don't you let me 
turn this information over to Chris 
Hansen of the Narcotics Bureau? 
You've done an admirable job, and 
there's no use risking your life 
further! Your term is up soon, you 
know." 

Turning the full power on her ex- 
pressive eyes on the sheriff, Joyce 
said pleadingly: 

"I want to finish this job, Ray. 
Please don't tell Hansen about it yet. 
Let me meet the Top' — and then you 
can make the arrests." 

Root smiled down at her. "I don't 
have to make the pinch to enhance 
my reputation," he said. "The only 
reason I want Hansen in on it is to 
protect you." 

She grinned back into his eyes. 

"Remember, you told me you'd let 
me see this whole thing through and 
I'm holding you to your promise." 

Root yielded gracefully. 

The next night Joyce returned to 
Woo Suey Wing's laundry with a 
bundle of soiled clothes. The Chinese 
met her at the counter, took the wash 
and gave her a typical receipt, cover- 
ed with Chinese writing. On the back 
of the ticket was printed an adver- 
tisement for a night club. It read: 
Public Club 
Alvmys a Good Time 
No Cover Charge 

Woo's long nail pointed to the 
printing. 

"Nice place," he said. "Missy go 
there." 

Joyce stared at him for a moment 
and took the hint. 

She found the club without diffi- 
culty, and sauntered casually past 
two men at the entrance. One, whose 
appraising stare had followed her 
every move, soon joined her at the 
bar. "Have a drink, - " he invited. The 
girl nodded, and the bartender slid 
two glasses down the counter. 

"Someone wants to see you," her 
companion said. Joyce was unpre- 
pared and breathless* at this sudden 
declaration. But no trace of her agita- 
tion showed. 

" The Top'?" she asked, without A 
tremor in her voice. 

He nodded. "Walk over to 219 Pea- 
vine Street. Be careful, don't step on 
the first board of the veranda. Re- 
member that. People who forget. 



don't ever come back. Be careful!" 

PEAVINE Street was a spacious, 
tree-shaded avenue. On eithei 
side were the well-built, homes of 
prosperous business men. Number 
219 differed in no respect from the 
others. 

Joyce carefully avoided the first 
board of the veranda. Just as she was 
about to press the bell, the door 
swung open and, she stepped inside, 
her heart tripping like a sledge 
hammer. 

But surely this exquisitely -clothed 
mandarin who was greeting her so 
ceremoniously couldn't be Woo Suey 
Wing, the shabby, little laundryman! 
Now, he wore a gown of flowered silk 
with an intricate design of figured 
dragons. His very voice had changed. 
Gone was the pidgin dialect; instead 
his accent was as cultured as that of 
the professors who had taught Joyce 
in college. 

"If you will be good enough to fol- 
low me," he said, his eyes twinkling 
at her amazement, "I will lead you to 
the room of my revered uncle, known 
to you as The Top'." 

Joyce followed him down silk- 
lined passageways, through chambers 
which might have been transported 
whole from the Emperor's Palace in 
Peiking. Finally Woo Suey Wing halt- 
ed. At the door of a large, comfort- 
able room, furnished in American 
style, stood a short, round-faced, 
pleasant- looking Chinese. He bowed. 

Joyce's guide introduced her. "My 
uncle, Woo Sing," he said. The elder 
man led her into the room. 

Joyce sat on a divan and answered 
Woo Sing's shrewd questions with an 
air of casualness. Inwardly, however, 
she was tense and alert. A little slip of 
the tongue now would mean that her 
body would be encased in barrel of 
concrete and dropped into the river 
like a Reno divorcee's wedding ring. 

But Woo Sing was pleased with 
Joyce's replies. He complimented her 
on her cleverness in obtaining pen- 
itentiary prisoners as customers. 'The 
profits will be tremendous," he said. 

They made a deal. Joyce would pick 
up the stuff in a different place each 
night and leave the money at still 
another spot. 

"How about the federal men? Won't 
they get wise?" the girl asked. 

The Top' smiled. "We will not be 
molested by them. I have taken care 
of Hansen." 

Joyce repressed her start of surprise 
with difficulty. Hansen— The Top' 
had fixed Hansen! Here was the ans- 
wer to the dope ring's immunity. 
Trembling and wearier than ever she 
composed her features. She smiled. 
"That's a relief," said Joyce. 

After completing their arrange- 
ments, Woo Sing became the affable 
host. "By the way," he asked, "would 
you like to see this place? I know 
you do not partake of the narcotics 
you sell — and you are very wise- 
but you might like to see how others 
enjoy it." 

"Yes, of course," said Joyce ab- 
sently. She was still confused and 
somewhat aghast at the disclosure 
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that the federal men were fixed. What 
it Root, fearing that she was in 
danger, told Hansen of her visit here? 
If Woo Sing was telling the truth, 
Hansen might arrive any minute, not 
with a rescue squad, but to silence her 
permanently. She had to get out of 
this house and reach Root at once. But 
she couldn't leave yet. Woo Sing ex- 
pected her to see the sights 

Concealing her nervousness, Joyce 
followed her host upstairs. The first 
room they entered was lined with 
rough wooden bunks, each occupied 
by a pipe smoker. The little lamps, 
in which the opium was cooked, threw 
flickering lights on the drugged faces, 
so that they looked like monstrous 
beings seen fleetingly in a nightmare, 

Woo escorted Joyce from room to 
room showing her various types of 
drugs and their uses. She was sick- 
ened by the horrors that met her eyes. 

"I'd better go now," the grl said, 
fighting a faint feeling. Woo bowed, 
and led Joyce downstairs. 

"I shall see you soon," he smiled 
graciously, closing the door behind 
her. 

How clean and fresh the air tasted! 
Those poor, silly, deluded fools! 
Joyce's indignation dispelled the 
nausea which had threatened to over- 
power her. Anxious to communicate 
the astonishing news to the sheriff, 
she rushed to the jail. 

But Root flatly refused to believe 
her story about Hansen. "The Chinese 
was taking you for a ride," he said. 
"Hansen has a flawless record for 
honesty." 

"Ray," Joyce insisted, "Sometimes 
a woman's intuition is stronger than 
logic. I'm convinced Woo was telling 
the truth. I'm going to check on 
Hansen . . . and prove he's been pro- 
tecting those devils." 

Root looked unconvinced. 

"Give me a week," she challenged. 
"If I haven't got proof of Hansen's 
guilt in that time, I'll agree that Woo 
is a liar." 

The Sheriff was dubious, but he 
agreed. 

"But you'll need iron-clad evidence 
to convince me," he said. 
"I'll get it," she flashed. 
Root grinned. 

"Incidentally" he told her, "It might 
interest you to know that you're no 
longer a prisoner. Your term is up 
today." 

The girl smiled up at him. The last 
three months had been well spent af- 
ter all. 



rIAT night Joyce left for San 
Francisco. In the morning she told 
her story to Josh Eppihger, city edi- 
tor of the Examiner. 

Eppinger became excited. He called 
Harry Anslinger, head of the Narcot- 
ics Bureau at Washington and re- 
vealed what the girl had learned 
about Hansen. Then the Editor as- 
signed George Jarrett, former State 
Narcotics Chief, now a reporter, and 
Jack Lee, feature writer, to the story. 

Accompanied by the two news- 
papermen, Joyce returned to Reno. 
At the Reno Airport, the trio were 
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met by Anslinger's special agents, 
Hunter Nugent and Al Crisler. After 
a two-hour conference each set out 
on his respective task, 
i As evening fell, Joyce again donned 
her flaming red jacket, daubed her 
face heavily with paint and powder, 
and went to the Public Club. This 
time the men at the door greeted her 
familiarly, through eyes that were 
hard, cynical and knowing. 

As she strolled nonchalantly toward 
the gaming tables, heads turned to 
look at her insolent bearing, and 
coarse inuendos were whispered. 

Chris Hansen was alone at a small 
table, a drink before him. Joyce sat 
down opposite him. 

"Buy me a drink, big boy," she 
purred. 

Big Chris looked at her hard. Then 
he signalled a waiter. 

"You know who I am," she purred. 

"You know who I am," she repeat- 
ed, looking over the rim of her glass. 

He nodded. 

"I want something," Joyce said. 
"Something only you can get me." 

"What is it?" he asked, a gleam of 
curiosity in his eyes. 

"A new source of supply. Woo is 
charging me too much. I want to 
switch." 

Hansen laughed. "I'm a fine guy to 
ask for such a thing." 

"Stop kidding me," she said. "I can't 
make enough this way. Where do I 
go?" 

Hansen leaned forward. "I can't do 
anything for you myself — but 1*11 send 
someone to see you." 

THE next morning Joyce McAllis- 
ter's doorbell rang. A tall thin 
man, eyes cunning as a weasel's, in- 
troduced himself. 'The name's Mc- 
Avoy. I'm a friend of Chris." 

"How much do you want," the girl 
asked. 

"Two and a quarter." 
She handed him $225 in carefully 
marked bills. 

"I'll get the stuff to you later," he 
said, and departed. 

Making certain that Nugent and 
Crisler were tapped in, Joyce called 
Hansen on the telephone. 

"Hello, Chris," she said. "A friend 
of yours was here — a man named Mc- 
Avoy. Is he all right?" 

"He's O.K.," came Chris Hansen's 
voice over the wire. "If he doesn't 
bring you the stuff, let me know and 
I'll get your dough back." 

Joyce met McAvoy that afternoon. 
But he responded to her smile with a 
dour gaze. 

"I don't like this a damn bit." His 
voice was surly, suspicious. "I told 
Chris that dames were no good to fool 
with in this racket, but he had to fall 
for you." 

"Don't let it get ya," she said spir- 
itedly. "I'm doin' a good business with 
the stuff . . . and Chris knows he can 
trust me." 

"If he can't, it'll be too bad for you." 
McAvoy's eyes held a cruel threat. 
"I'd just as soon knock off a tramp 
like you as a mosquito. Get me?" 

Joyce was very glad the two detec- 
tives assigned to guard her were con- 
cealed nearby. Yet, she felt a prickly 



sensation at the base of her spine 
when she saw the murderous gaze in 
McAvoy' eyes. 

AT her apartment Root, Crisler, 
Nugent and the newspapermen 
Were waiting for her. The air was 
tense with expectancy as she entered. 
"Make your buy?" asked Nugent. 
Joyce nodded. 

Quickly they outlined their plan* 
and proceeded to put them into effect 
at once. 

That night, dressed as usual in her 
red jacket, Joyce entered the Public 
Club for the last time, and went di- 
rectly to Woo's office. Five minutes 
later she came out. Stopping for an 
instant, with her back to the closed 
door, she took a cigarette from her 
purse. 

That was the signal. 

Like a tidal wave, the federal men, 
police and deputies, poured through 
the doors. Swinging axes, they ripped 
partitions from the walls and uncov- 
ered a hugh cache of heroin, cocaine 
and opium. 

Simultaneously, a second party of 
raiders, carefully avoiding the first 
board of the veranda, crashed into 
Woo Sing's house on Peavine Street. 
Another tremendous store of dope 
was found there. 

In Woo's safe, the agents discovered 
a large sum of money. It included the 
marked bills which Joyce had given 
to McAvoy for Hansen. That definite- 
ly proved a tie-up between the fed- 
eral man and the Orientals. 

Both Chinese, as well as Rickey 
and McAvoy, were arrested on the 
spot. Hansen was picked up at his 
home, a few hours later. All of them 
were found guilty by a jury and re- 
ceived long prison terms. 

The judge who sentenced those of- 
fenders complimented Joyce McAllis- 
ter for her extraordinary heroism 
and public spiritedness in smashing 
one of the most vicious dope rings m 
the country. He also recommended 
that she receive half of the ten thou- 
sand dollar fine also imposed upon 
Hansen. 

THE trials over, Joyce prepared to 
leave for the coast with the news- 
papermen. While packing the red 
jacket into her bag to keep as a sou- 
venir, the bell rang. It was Root. 

"I just stopped in to say goodbye," 
he said. 

"I'm glad you did, Ray," she smiled. 
Their hands met and clung for a 
moment. 

"Come back soon," he said earn- 
estly. "We'll always have something 
exciting in Reno . . . for you " 

THREE years later, Joyce McAllis- 
ter did return to Reno, and Ray 
Root's prediction was fulfilled. There 
was plenty of excitement for this 
beautiful woman on this trip, also. 
For Joyce was changing her name 
again. 

Today, the Reno which once knew 
her as the Girl in the Red Jacket, 
calls her . . . Mrs. Ray Root. The man 
who had been her jailer is now her 
husband 
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While the physician worked swiftly 
and deftly over the wound in Ramey's 
head, Watkins paced impatiently back 
and forth. 

"I could find no pieces of shot in the 
boy's throat," Dr. Asher said. 
"These were embedded in the base of 
his skull. He was shot from the back, 
and at such an angle that he could 
not have wounded himself. Sheriff, it's 
my opinion that Clifford Ramey was 
murdered!" 

Watkins snatched the lead pellets 
from the doctor's hand. 

"Number four shot," he said. Turn- 
ing on his heel, he strode toward the 
door. "Say nothing of this to anyone,'' 
he boomed in parting, "We'll hold an- 
other inquest sometime tomorrow." 

WHEN Watkins reached his office 
in the courthouse, he found Spe- 
cial Agent Sam L. Malone of the Illi- 
nois Bureau of Investigation await- 
ing his arrival. Malone waved a news- 
paper at the sheriff. The headline read 
"NEWTON YOUTH'S DEATH DE- 
CLARED SUICIDE." 

"Isn't there some mistake in this 
Ramey case, sheriff?" he began, "I'm 
sure that boy didn't commit suicide. 
Homicide is the only word that fits." 

"Right you are, Sam," affirmed the 
sheriff, "but how did you know?" 

"In my opinion the boy must have 
fallen on the gun when he was slain. 
Then the murderer pulled it from 
under Ramey's body, fired one shot 
into the air, and dropped the gun be- 
side the corpse in order to simulate 
the appearance of suicide." 

"That's reasonable," agreed Sheriff 
Watkins. "Moreover, the discharged 
shell left in Ramey's shotgun had held 
Number six shot. Yet Number four 
pellets were extracted from Ramey's 
body. We're dealing with a shrewd, 
cold-blooded killer, but he slipped up 
on that point." 

The next morning before Clifford 
Ramey was buried, a second inquest 
was held. This time it was decided 
that the youth had met his death as 
the result of "gunshot wounds at the 
hands of person or persons un- 
known." 

THE news that Clifford Ramey had 
been murdered spread over the 
countryside like wild-fire, and the us- 
ually taciturn farmers were more than 
eager to give Sheriff Watkins every 



aid possible in running down the 
killer. 

Clarence Dutton, red-headed share- 
cropper, who lived near the old shack 
on Ten Acres, volunteered the infor- 
mation that he had heard a shotgun 
blast at about eight o'clock Friday 
morning. 

"Two shots, in fact" he maintained. 
"I thought it was Cliff hunting be- 
cause he came out this way about 
every morning. And say, sheriff, 
Charlie Kibler has a twelve gauge like 
Cliff's. He was with Ramey that morn- 
ing. Now I'm not saying he's the man 
you want, but it might pay you to 
take a trip over to his house." 

Charles Kibler was not at home 
when the two officers reached his 
farm, and Mrs. Effie Ramey admitted 
them. She appeared startled by their 
request. 

"Why in the world do you want to 
see Charlie's shotgun?" she demand- 
ed. "Surely you don't think — ." She 
stopped short, and her heavy body 
rocked with hysterical laughter. 

Malone led the woman to a chair, 
as Lela Ramey ran in from the kitch- 
en. Under the girl's skillful ministra- 
tions, the older woman was soon 
calmed. 

"She's all upset," Lela told Malone. 
"She's been carrying on something 
terrible since Clifford's death. I'm 
worried about her." 

At Sheriff Watkins' suggestion, 
Lela brought out Kibler's shotgun 
It was fully loaded and showed no 
evidence of having been fired recent- 
ly. Watkins ejected a shell and exam- 
ined it. 

"Number four shot!" he exclaimed. 
"Still, that doesn't prove anything." 

"If you want to talk to Charlie," 
Lela offered, "you'll likely find him 
over at Mr, Brook's place." 

Speeding along the narrow dirt 
road, Malone, behind the wheel, flung 
a question into the wind. 

"Why should Dutton be so anxious 
to throw suspicion on Charlie Kib- 
ler?" he shouted. 

Sheriff Watkins rolled up the win- 
dow before replying, 

"I have a hunch," he answered 
finally, "but we'll have to wait until 
we get back to town to check up on 
it. Better slow down. Sam. Ray 
Brooks' farm is just around this 
curve." 

As the heavy car ground over the 
gravel driveway and came to a halt, 
Charlie Kibler approached, accompa- 
nied by a tall dark-haired man. 

"Howdy, sheriff," called the latter. 
"What can I do for you?" 

"Well, nothing much, Ray," replied 
the sheriff, "Lela Ramey told us we'd 
find Kibler over here, and I see she 
was right." 

Charles Kibler's face was impassive. 

"Why do you want to see me, sher- 
iff?" The black depths of his eyes re- 
vealed no hint of emotion. 

Watkins drew from his pocket the 
shell which he had removed from 
Kibler's shotgun. 

"Clifford Ramey was slain by a 
blast of Number four shot," he ob- 
served. 

Kibler's shoulders tensed; his eyes 
flash* 1 '' 
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"Are you accusing me — ? ' 

"I'm not accusing you of anything, 
Charlie. Just want to check up on a 
few points. Now, Dutton, who lives 
next to Ten Acres, says he heard two 
shots fired Friday morning at about 
ten minutes to eight. I believe you 
said you were over here at that 
time." 

Kibler's face cleared. 

"That's right. I was talking with 
Ray about his bean crop. Ain't that 
right, Ray?" 

Brooks scratched his head, then 
nodded. 

"Must have been pretty close to 
eight. The sun was gettin' up in the 
sky. But say, sheriff, Charlie took a 
couple shots at a crow right about 
then. Mebbe that's what Dutton heard. 
Sound carries these cold mornings." 

BACK in the sheriff's office in New- 
ton, the two investigators learned 
that no fingerprints had been left on 
Ramey's shotgun. They consulted as 
to their exact course of action. 

"There's one lead we haven't 
checked," suggested Malone. "What 
about this 'other woman' that Lela 
Ramey mentioned?" 

On the theory that Clifford Ramey's 
interest in another woman might have 
aroused the jealousy of a number 
of young-men-about-Newton, Sher- 
iff Watkins investigated this aspect of 
the case thoroughly. 

Several of the young men who had 
worked with Ramey on the W.P.A. 
admitted they had quarreled with 
Clifford, but none seemed to have mo- 
tive sufficient for such a crime. How- 
ever, one young husky had informa- 
tion of considerable interest. 

"Red Dutton was pretty sore at 
Ramey," he maintained. "Red said 
Cliff stole his girl friend, and that no 
guy could get away with that stuff!" 

Watkins was dumbfounded by the 
disclosures. Clarence Dutton, who had 
been so eager to throw suspicion on 
Charles Kibler, was himself involved 
in Ramey's private life. 

Meanwhile it was reported that Lela 
Ramey had left the Kibler farm and 
returned to her parents' home. While 
Watkins returned to question Clar- 
ence Dutton, Malone visited the 
young widow. 

"I came up here Wednesday while 
Effie was gone," she replied to his 
query. "I knew she wouldn't want me 
to leave, but I just couldn't stand it 
there any more. Both she and Mr. 
Kibler were gone, so I just picked up 
and left." 

"Do you know where they went 
that day?" Malone wanted to know. 

"Yes," she responded, "Effie said she 
was going into Olney to see Aunt 
Teeny." 

"Aunt Teeny?" 

"Yes, she's a fortune teller there." 

Malone immediately sought out 
"Aunt Teeny" in the booming oil town 
nineteen miles south of Newton, The 
wrinkled little woman looked up 
fearfully as Malone flashed his badge 
and explained the purpose of his 
visit. 

"Why did Effie Ramey want to see 
me?" she repeated, as she hobbled 



across the room. Her voice sank to a 
whisper as she dropped into a chair. 
"Murder!" she announced dramatic- 
ally. "She wanted to know if the law 
could hold her for the murder of her 
son!" 

Malone's face was grim. 

"What did you tell her?" 

"I told her 'No, not if you are inno- 
cent, my lady'," Aunt Teeny broke off 
into a high-pitched giggle. Malone 
thanked her and left hurriedly. 

WITH the accelerator jammed 
against the floorboards the 
heavy police car roared along the 
road back to Newton. With tires 
screeching a protest, Malone skidded 
to a stop before the courthouse, leaped 
from the car, and bounded up the 
steps to the sheriff's office. 

Watkins listened intently as the man 
reported his conversation with the 
aged fortune-teller. 

"The case is beginning to take 
shape," he agreed. "It's just like a jig- 
saw puzzle, but the pieces are begin- 
ning to fit together now. I talked with 
Clarence Dutton again. He was posi- 
tive that the shots he heard came 
from the direction of the old Ten 
Acres shack. If that is so, they couldn't 
have been the same shots which Kib- 
ler fired on Ray Brooks' farm." 

Malone took off his hat and 
scratched his head in puzzlement. 

"Then you don't think Dutton had 
anything to do with it?" 

"Well, yes and no. With Ramey's 
sweetheart, yes. He admitted as much. 
But with murder, no. He was eat- 
ing breakfast only five minutes before, 
as several witnesses testified." The 
telephone on Watkins' desk interrupt- 
ed with a querulous jangle. 

The sheriff lifted the receiver and 
as Malone looked on, a smile of satis- 
faction spread across Watkins' face. 
He hung up with a bang and rose 
swiftly to his feet. 

"That was the manager of Centralia 
Mutual," he announced. "I asked him 
to check up on Clifford Ramey's life 
insurance. It seems the boy had a 
thousand dollar policy with his com- 
pany. He also had another policy for 
the same amount with Jasper County 
Mutual Benefit Association. His 
mother was the beneficiary in each 
instance." 

Malone pursed his lips and emitted 
a long whistle. 

"There's your motive, sheriff." he 
declared. 
Watkins shook his head. 
"There's more to it than that. I'm 
sure Effie Ramey didn't shoot her son, 
but I think I know who did. However, 
all the evidence we have is purely cir- 
cumstantial, and unless we can spring 
a psychological trap, it might be very 
difficult to convict the guilty person. 
Now here's my plan—." 

ONE by one, they filed into the 
sheriff's office: Lela Ramey, Clar- 
ence Dutton, Ray Brooks, Effie 
Ramey, Roscoe Hall, Charles Kibler, 
even Coroner Brown and all who had 
testified at two inquests. 

Watkins, Malone and a sharp-faced 
man with thinning hair sat in chairs 
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facing the assembly. Amid a buzz 
of half-whispered conversation, the 
sheriff rose to his feet. 

"As you all probably know," he be- 
gan, "Mr. Malone and I have been 
engaged for nearly a week in an at- 
tempt to run down the cold-blooded 
murderer who last Friday shot and 
killed Clifford Ramey. We are now in 
a position to announce the name of 
the killer!" The sheriff paused; his 
keen eyes studied the face of each 
member of his audience in turn. 

Ray Brooks raised his hand like a 
timid schoolboy. 

"I-I've got something to tell you, 
sheriff," he stammered. 

"Later, Ray," Watkins responded. 
"We'll give you all a chance to talk." 

Brooks glanced fearfully over his 
shoulder, but subsided into silence 
with the rest as the sheriff continued: 

"The murderer is in this room! On 
Clifford's blood-smeared shotgun," 
Watkins declared, "which his slayer 
dropped beside the body, were finger- 
prints which I am glad to say have 
been identified." Watkins paused. 

The faces before him were all tense 
with nervous excitement — all but 
one. An amazed smile flickered for a 
moment on the lips of the man, the 
one man besides the officers who 
knew there really were no finger- 
prints on the shotgun. 

"Charles Kibler," Watkins snapped. 
"I arrest you for the murder of Clif- 
ford Ramey. You knew there could 
be no prints on his gun because you 
yourself carefully removed them!" 

Before Kibler could move, the 
handcuffs were snapped on his wrists; 
Effie Ramey buried her face in her 
hands. Malone motioned to the man 
beside him, and the latter rose to his 
feet. 

"Tell the rest of them what you told 
me," Watkins directed him. 

"I've got a mortgage on Charlie 
Kibler's farm for two thousand dol- 
lars," responded the witness. "A week 
ago Charlie told me he'd have the 
money before long to pay me off." 

Watkins stepped forward again and 
took Effie Ramey into custody. 

"You had Charles Kibler kill your 
own son for his insurance!" he de- 
clared. "So the two of you could hold 
onto the farm." 

THE afternoon newspapers carried 
the story of the sensational arrests, 
and Sheriff Watkins was bombarded 
from all sides with evidence which 
strengthened the case against Charles 
Kibler and Effie Ramey. 

A local lawyer affirmed that Effie 
Ramey had offered him $100 to collect 
Clifford's insurance policies quickly. 

Sheriff Watkins questioned the ac- 
cused persons separately. Hour after 
hour, he patiently grilled each of them 
in turn. Effie Ramey was the first to 
break. 

"I didn't know he was going to do 
it till after," she sobbed. "Charlie told 
me Sunday morning that he killed 
Clifford. I asked him: 'Charlie, what 
in the name of God did you do it 
for?' " She paused, but Watkins said 
nothing. 



"Monday we went to Newton," she 
continued. "We tried to borrow some 
money to last until the insurance 
came. Tuesday Charlie was scared. He 
said: 'If they find out I done it, they'll 
give me the chair'." 

Mrs Ramey denied she was a part 
of the scheme to kill her son, but ad- 
mitted she had tried to induce the 
lawyer to collect Clifford's insurance. 

"You say Charlie told you about the 
shooting Sunday," Watkins persisted. 
"Why would he do that if you had not 
planned the crime together?" 

"I don't know. I — I don't know any- 
thing," she whimpered. 

"Did Charlie tell you how the mur- 
der was committed?" 

"He said he stood in the north door 
of the shack on Ten Acres and shot 
Clifford from behind. Then, he pulled 
Clifford's gun out from under him 
and fired it again." 

Charles Kibler was confronted with 
Mrs. Ramey's signed confession, and 
threw up his hands wearily. 

"All right, I did it," he admitted, 
"but it was self-defense. We were on 
our way back to my house and I was 
tellin' him he oughta treat Lela bet- 
ter. He got sore and swung on me 
with the butt of his gun. I jumped 
away and ducked behind the pear 
tree, just as he fired at me. I had to 
shoot him." 

"Sorry, Kibler, but that doesn't add 
up. Would Ramey be eating a pear at 
the same time he was trying to blast 
you with a shotgun?" Watkins asked. 

Charles Kibler shrugged his shoul- 
ders. 

"Guess I might as well tell the truth. 
I wouldn't have killed the boy if it 
hadn't been for Effie. She was the 
only one who stood to gain by it." 

"You mean she plotted the mur- 
der?" queried Watkins. 

"Yes, she was to get the farm after 
she paid off the mortgage with Cliffs 
insurance money. She made me agree 
to sign the property over to her." 

Sheriff Watkins called in a court 
stenographer, and Charles Kibler dic- 
tated his confession of the murder. 

"About sun-up, on September 15, I 
got up and thought I'd go hunting 
with Clifford Ramey. He went ahead. 
I followed. I went west and circled 
around and met Cliff on the Ten 
Acres farm. We ate a pear or two 
from one of the trees there. He went 
into the old house. 

"When he went into the house, I 
shot him in the back of the head. He 
fell over on his gun, and I took it; 
pulled it out from under him. I took 
it out, shot it off, and put it kind of 
back like it was. 

"Then I turned around and went 
back hunting towards home. It was 
then I got the idea of going over to 
Ray Brooks'. I got home about half- 
past ten. 

"Lela was worried, so Effie, Lela 
and I went around to Ross- Hall's 
and asked if he had seen Clifford, and 
he said he hadn't. We went up to the 
Ten Acres place and looked around. 

"Ross looked in the cabin and saw 
the body and hollered out and told 
us. When we got back home, I told 
Effie I had shot him. We didn't talk 
WOMEN IN CRIME 
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much about it after that, until they 
found out it wasn't suicide. Then she 
went into Olney to see a fortune- 
teller. 

On October 11, 1939, Charles Kib- 
ler and Mrs. Effie Ramey were ar- 
raigned before Circuit Judge James 
J. Burnside where they expressed de- 
sire to plead guilty. 

In order to be certain that the de- 
fendants had not been coerced in any 
manner in making their decisions. 
Judge Burnside declined to pronounce 
sentence until he had heard all the 
evidence in the case. 

A second hearing was held on Oc- 
tober 30, in which testimony was 
taken and the evidence against the 
accused was presented by Prosecutor 
Homer Kasserman. The defendants' 



defense pleaded only for judicial 
clemency. On November 1, 1939, 
Judge Burnside sentenced both crim- 
inals to life imprisonment for perpe- 
trating the "most cold-blooded crime 
against society it has ever been my 
misfortune to know about." 

Behind the bars of the Southern 
Illinois Penitentiary, Charles Kibler 
will have plenty of time to repent 
his heartless act. Effie Ramey, serv- 
ing her sentence at Dwight Refor- 
matory for Women, will never again 
see the son whom she bore in the 
little shack at Ten Acres and whose 
life she held so cheaply. 
Note: The name, Clarence DuSton as 
used in this story, is fictitious in or- 
der to protect the identity of an in- 
nocent person. 
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direction of Delhi, a small town not 
far from Manchester, and only a few 
miles from the murder spot. 

Then followed a search of the 
ditch, which yielded part of a rub- 
ber glove, and Tracy's wallet, empty 
except for his hunting license. Fur- 
ther along they found an empty ker- 
osene can, and then they noticed that 
the top of a fence-post had blood- 
stains on it. This they carefully cut 
off and took along. 

"'Parke," Sheriff Utley said to 
Findley as they drove back to Man- 
chester, "this murder doesn't make 
sense. From all angles there doesn't 
seem to be the slightest motive for a 
bandit's killing Mrs. Tracy, yet dead 
she is, and Tracy, who was robbed, 
was allowed to live!" 

"Murder is like that," said Findley, 
"but maybe a little investigation will 
turn up some things that none of us 
suspect now." 

> ■PHE officers began their question- 
X ing of everyone in any way con- 
nected with the dead woman or her 
husband. First they spoke to Benny 
Worms, adopted son of the couple, 
who had themselves been childless. 

''They left my house about seven 
o'clock," he said. "They were in good 
spirits, and very cheerful. Mr. Tracy 
seemed in an especially jovial mood, 
and kept talking about the party they 
were going to. Mother Mabel was her 
usual self — quiet but happy." He 
shook his head. "It's horrible. They 
were such a happy couple, and now 



she's gone. They were both so good 
to me, too." 

As far as the officers knew, neither 
Tracy nor his wife had any enemies. 
He was one of the leading insurance 
men in that county, did a fine busi- 
ness, and treated everyone fairly. His 
wife had been a quiet woman who 
kept their modest home neat and 
comfortable. If anything, she had 
been aloof from others. Some be- 
lieved that the fact that she was un- 
able to have children had made her 
sensitive about what others might be 
thinking, and had driven her into a 
rather solitary type of life. 

If there did exist a reason why any- 
one might have wanted to kill her, 
the person in the community most 
likely to know about it was Tracy's 
mother, so next they headed for her 
house. 

The grief-stricken woman met the 
two officers at the door of her home. 
'I was afraid for them that night," 
she said. "I don't know why, but I 
was afraid." 

"What happened?" Findley asked 
her. 

"There was a telephone call for 
Reginald about five o'clock that night. 
It was some man who wanted to 
know where Reginald was. I didn't 
want to tell him — " 

"Why not," quickly broke in Find- 
ley. "Isn't it the usual thing for Mr. 
Tracy's clients to call him here if 
they want him? Was there someone 
that you know who was trying to do 
him harm?" 
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"A great many people do call him 
here," answered the old woman, "but 
I didn't like the tone of the person 
who called. He said 'Where's Reg- 
gie?' in such a tough, bossy voice. He 
sounded like some hoodlum, and I 
didn't want Reginald to have any 
dealings with him. But I told him 
anyway, because I don't want to in- 
terfere in tny boy's affairs." 

Sheriff Utley traced the call, but 
the only information he could obtain 
was that it had been put through 
from Delhi. The caller had used a 
public phone in a drugstore. 

TIAT afternoon the posse returned 
and reported no trace of an out- 
of-state car. But their day had not 
been entirely wasted. While out, the 
deputies had run across an 8-year- 
old boy named Marland Huls, who 
had an important contribution to 
make. 

The deputies had stopped at the 
Huls farm for a drink of water. While 
they were discussing the case with 
the farmer, the boy came out to lis- 
ten. Suddenly he spoke up. "Some 
men in a car stopped me and asked 
me where Benny Worms lived," said 
the boy. "It was the same day that 
lady was shot." 

It had been about five-thirty when 
four men in a car had asked the boy 
for directions. He hadn't noticed the 
license or the car. When pressed for 
a description of the men, all the boy 
could say was that one of the men 
was tall with long, black hair and 
"funny eyes." 

"His eyes looked like they were 
crooked," said the boy. "Sort of like 
one was higher than the other, or like 
he was cross-eyed." 

Since the boy had not been able to 
notice the state from which the car 
had come, the officers were inclined 
to believe Tracy had been right in 
his observation that it was not from 
Iowa. 

But as Findley and Utley wrestled 
with the problem, there seemed to be 
no common denominator in the crime. 
Why should anyone come in from 
another state, call up to find out 
where Tracy was — asking for him by 
his nickname — and then drive out in 
the country to rob and beat him and 
deliberately murder his wife? 

Tracy had said the killer was no 
one he had ever seen before. That 
seemed to rule out the possibility of 
the Delhi call having anything to do 
with the killing, in spite of the car 
tracks leading that way. 

But just as the officers reached that 
decision, the case took another twist. 
The piece of rubber glove found near 
the car was evidence that the killer 
was no amateur. He knew rubber 
gloves would prevent any finger- 
prints. Findley was inclined to think 
that the man was an ex-convict, be- 
cause in that case his prints would be 
on file. A man who had never been 
fingerprinted might not worry about 
that detail so much. And a man with- 
out criminal experience might not 
think about it at all. 

In the absence of any more prom- 
ising leads, Findley set his men to 



tracing the purchasers of the rubber 
glove and the kerosene can found in 
the road in the hope that it might 
have been bought locally. There was 
no record of the can, but a girl clerk 
in a Manchester store recognized the 
glove as one she had sold less than 
two weeks before. 

"I remember a man who came in 
and asked for a pair," she told offi- 
cers. "The reason I remember it that 
not many men ask for them, and I 
had to hunt quite a while before I 
found a pair large enough to fit him. 
They weren't in very good condition, 
but he took them anyway, saying 
he'd only need them for a little 
while." 

She also remembered his appear- 
ance. "He was quite, tall," said the 
girl, "with long, black hair, slicked 
back. He wore a bow tie, and thought 
quite a lot of himself. He tried to 
make a date with me, but I refused. 
The most striking thing about him, 
though, was his eyes. I don't know if 
it's because they seemed so close to- 
gether, or crooked, or what, but they 
were awfully queer." 

The most important part of what 
the girl had to say, however, was that 
she had seen the man before, and 
that she thought him to be a local 
person. On leaving he told her, "Well, 
kid, any time you are over in Delhi, 
look me up, and I'll show you a good 
time." 

With a bang the case was back in 
Delhi again. The purchaser of the 
rubber gloves seemed to be the same 
person who had so insolently tele- 
phoned for "Reggie," the same ' who 
had talked to the Huls boy shortly 
before the murder. 

Utley and Findley spent their next 
few hours going through .the fist of 
local ex-convicts. Their search came 
to an end with the picture of a crimi- 
nal named Adolph Berg. 

There was little doubt that Berg 
was the man with the "funny eyes." 

He was at present on parole from 
the State Penitentiary at Anamosa 
where he had been serving a 10-year 
sentence for breaking and entering. 
He was rooming in Delhi in a house 
owned by two sisters, Susie and Lu- 
cille Toomer, 

The girl clerk looked at the picture 
. of Berg and identified him positively 
as the man to whom she had sold the 
rubber gloves. From the store in 
Manchester, the two officers went to 
Delhi and the home of the Toomer 
sisters. " ' 

The Toomer sisters had had enough 
encounters with the law to know 
what to say — and what not to say. 
They denied knowing where Berg 
was, saying that he had left town 
several days ago, and had not told 
them where he was going. 

Testimony of neighbors made it 
evident that he had skipped town, 
and that in itself added point to the 
suspicion that Berg was in some way 
implicated in the murder. But before 
sending out a call for his arrest on 
murder charges, the officers decided 
to show his picture to Tracy for final 
identification. 

Tracy, his head still in bandages. 
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greeted the officers cordially. Findley 
tossed Berg's picture on the table and 
asked if he was one of the men who 
was in on the murder. 

Tracy looked briefly at the picture, 
then shook his 'head. "I'm afraid 
you've got the wrong one," he said. 
"I never saw this man before. He 
wasn't the one, I would recognize 
him if he was all right." 

THE . two officers left Tracy's home 
in despair. The case against Berg 
had seemed air-tight. Everything had 
pointed his way — until now. But now 
their hopes of quick success had re- 
ceived a rude blow. In police work, 
however, the end of one lead only 
means that another must be found. 
There can be no permanent blank 
wall for a peace officer. 

Wearily, Utley and Findley started 
at the beginning again — with the 
movements of Tracy and his wife 
from the time they left the Worms 
place until Tracy stumbled to the 
Beebe door at midnight on October 
3rd. 

"According to Tracy," said Findley 
as he began drawing on a piece of 
paper, "he was stopped by the men 
about six miles southeast of Man- 
chester. One of them got in, and 
Tracy drove about a mile before he 
was hit on the head and robbed. Af- 
ter the bandit shot Mrs. Tracy twice 
in the chest, he threw- Tracy out of 
the car and drove another two miles, 
where he stopped, emptied Tracy's 
wallet and threw it in the ditch, and 
with it one rubber glove. Then he 
disappeared. Tracy wandered around 
in his semi-conscious condition for 
several hours before he got to Beebe's 
farm, which is" — Findley hesitated — 
"a remarkably short distance from 
the place where Tracy was slugged. 
It is surprising it took him that long." 

"Men do strange things when un- 
der the influence of shock," said Ut- 
ley, "and Tracy definitely was. I saw 
him at Beebe's. The man was in a 
state of complete physical and men- 
tal collapse, even though the blow 
on his head was a fairly light one." 

"But why," mused Findley, "should 
a killer take the trouble to drive two 
miles with a corpse in his car before 
leaving it? And why strew the wal- 
let and glove and kerosene can all 
over the landscape? If it was fear of 
being discovered by Tracy that 
caused him to drive on, he certainly 
should have shot him, too. We've 
matched the tire tracks at the spot 
where Tracy picked up his man with 
those near the Tracy car where it 
was finally abandoned. They are from 
the same car. It looks as though the 
entire intricate crime^ was planned — 
slugging Tracy, shooting the wife, 
and driving on to be picked up at a 
certain spot by confederates. But 
why would anyone want to go to all 
that trouble to kill this inoffensive 
woman? Who would want to do such 
a thing?" 

Utley turned to Findley with a 
serious expression on his face. "Par- 
ke," he said, "most of us, no matter 
how straight our lives are, manage 
to get into some scrapes some time 



or other, and sometimes they have 
serious consequences. It may be that 
the Tracys, honest and respectable 
as we all knew them to be, had a 
'skeleton in their closet.' A skeleton 
that brought death. to one of them. 
Tracy may be in something so deep 
that he's afraid to talk, for fear of 
losing his standing in the community. 
But we can't consider personal feel- 
ings in this search for a murderer. 
I'm going to try to run down that 
'skeleton'." 

FINDLEY returned to Des Moines 
for a few days while Utley went 
on with his search for some lead that 
might unearth a new angle in the 
case. When the Chief of the Bureau 
of Investigation returned to Man- 
chester, Sheriff Utley had news. 

"I've found the 'skeleton,' and it's 
something pretty sordid," said Utley. 
"There's a woman in the case. Her 
name is Flossie Fear and she lives in 
Farley. Tracy has been seen there 
quite often." 

'I've wondered about that angle," 
said Findley. "But what's her con- 
nection with the case other than hav- 
ing known Tracy?" 

"So far, only this," said Utley 
slowly. "She's a sister of Susie and 
Lucille Toomer." 

"And that's where Berg lived," 
mused Findley. "Sheriff, I'm begin- 
ning to believe more than ever that 
Berg is our man. Somehow, perhaps 
through threat of blackmail, he had 
a hold over Tracy. Tracy may have 
balked at payment, and Berg used 
the killing as a warning of what 
would happen to Tracy if he didn't 
pay up. I think Tracy is holding 
out." 

Sheriff Utley reached for his 
scratch-pad as Findley talked, pre- 
paring to make a few notes. On the 
top sheet was the sketch of the scene 
of the killing that Findley had made 
a few days before. Utley stared at it 
for a moment. "That's funny," he 
muttered under his breath. 

"What is?" asked Findley. "My 
theory?" 

"No, of course nat," said Utley 
smiling briefly. "But Mrs. Tracy was 
shot just a short distance from the 
place where she was almost killed 
last January." 

Findley was alert in a second 
"What happened then?" 

"Tracy was driving along the gra- 
vel road when a tire went flat. He 
pulled off to the side of the road just 
ahead of the bridge over the Ma- 
quoketa River. While he was fixing 
the tire, another car came along and 
hit his, almost knocking it over the 
cliff with Mrs. Tracy inside. The cliff 
is several hundred feet high. Only 
one thing saved Mrs. Tracy. When 
her car was hit it lurched over 
against a tree and hung there at the 
edge of the cliff. 

"I remember at the time how the 
accident impressed me. I couldn't 
understand how any driver could 
have swerved so far off the straight 
road as to have hit the car. I thought 
then it looked like some deliberate 
attempt to hurt the Tracvs, but there. 
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was no evidence of that." 

"Who drove the other car?" asked 
Findley. 

The sheriff went to his files to con- 
sult the record of the accident. When 
he returned there was an excited 
look on his face. 

"The driver of the other car was 
Flossie Fear!" 

"Tracy's girl friend!" exclaimed 
the State man. "That must mean — " 

He was interrupted by the ringing 
of the telephone. It was a call from 
his office in Des Moines. After listen- 
ing intently for some time, Findley 
said, "Bring it here to Sheriff Utley's 
office as fast as you can drive," and 
hung up. 

"We've just intercepted a letter 
from Flossie Fear to an inmate of 
the Penitentiary," he told Utley. "It 
has a direct bearing on the case. 
We'll wait for it before we go to see 
Mrs. Fear." 

AS soon as an agent arrived with 
the vital letter, the officer drove 
to Farley, where they had little dif- 
ficulty in finding Flossie. 

"Sure, I know Reggie," she said 
boastfully. "He comes around quite 
a lot. Why shouldn't he?" 

"What do you know about the 
murder of his wife?" asked Findley 
bluntly. 

Flossie paled. "Not a thing," she 
said defiantly. "That's your worry, 
not mine." 

"Why did you try to kill Mrs. Tracy 
in January by knocking her car 
over a cliff?" Findley went on, ig- 
noring her answer. 

"I don't know what you're talking 
about," she blustered. 

'Then what do you have to say 
about this?" Findley continued re- 
lentlessly. "I want to read you part 
of a letter you wrote this week." He 
took a folded sheet of note paper 
from his pocket, and read a brief 
excerpt: 

'. . . And when you do get there, 
about that job of Adolph Berg's for 
Reggie, how do you think that will 
affect the things that 1 was talking to 
you about?" 

When Findley finished reading, 
Flossie was dumbfounded. "Where 
did you get hold of that?" she de- 
manded. 

"That's beside the point," snapped 
Findley. "I think you had better tell 
us what you know about the murder. 
What about this 'job of Adolph 
Berg's for Reggie'?" 
■ "It was Reggie's idea," said the 
woman hoarsely. "He wanted to get 
rid of his wife' so he could marry me. 
We tried to kill her in January, and 
once before by poison, but it didn't 
work. Then Reggie saw Berg and of- 
fered him a thousand bucks to kill- 
his wife. He gave Berg two hundred 
down, and was to pay the rest after 
it was over. That's all I know. I 
swear it." 

, With Flossie safely lodged in the 
County Jail, the grim officers went to 
pay a call on Reginald Tracy. 

He met them at the door of his 
home, a bandage still on his head. 
He smiled wanly as they entered. 
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When they were seated, he half- 
sat, half-lay on the couch, as though 
still very weak. 

'How is the investigation going?" 
he asked in a thin voice. 

We can cut the comedy now, 
Tracy," said Utley curtly. "I think it 
is time we got down to brass tacks." 

"What do you mean?" asked Tracy, 
forgetting his weakness and sitting 
bolt upright. 

"We have definite evidence that 
you were responsible for the murder 
of your wife," said the sheriff. "We're 
here to find out what you have to 
say." 

Tracy swayed as though about to 
taint, putting his hand up to his head. 
"I— I don't understand," he mut- 
tered. 

"Forget your head," said Utley, "I 
saw that bump you received. It 
wasn't bad enough to knock you 
out. really.. I gave you the benefit of 
the doubt I had about that blow be- 
cause I thought the shock of the 
murder had unnerved you. But that 
was two weeks ago. I've known men 
who were shot to be up and around 
in less time than this. So you can 
forget that tap you received." 

Tracy regained some of his com- 
posure. "What makes you think I 
had anything to do with it?" he whis- 
pered. 

"Flossie Fear," replied Findley la- 
conically. 

Tracy looked from one to the other 
like a trapped animal. "She — she 
talked?" he said dully. 

The officers nodded, and Findley 
told him what Flossie had confessed. 
"She lies about not having anything 
to do with it," Tracy shouted. "She 
drove Berg to the place where I 
picked him up, and then drove on 
to get him where he abandoned my 
car. She was in it as much as I was. 
It was her idea, all these attempts at 
murder. 

"My wife nagged me," Tracy went 
on wearily, "1 couldn't stand her 
nagging." 

Thus all the facts were pieced to- 
gether : how Flossie had driven 
Adolph Berg to the murder scene, 
and how Berg? had struck Tracy over 
the head according to their plan, and 
then shot Mrs. Tracy. The wallet 
had been dropped to make it look 
like robbery, and Berg, the ex-con- 
vict, had planted the rubber glove 
to convince police that an expert was 
at work, and that it would be useless 
to look for prints. 

On October 25, 1934, Flossie Fear 
and Reginald Tracy stood before 
Judge A. B. Loveloy of Waterloo, 
Iowa. Flossie was sentenced to life 
imprisonment in the Iowa Women's 
Penitentiary at Rockwell City. Tracy 
was sentenced to hang on the 29th of 
November, 1935. 

On the appointed day, Reginald 
Tracy dropped through the trap with 
the rope around his neck, paying for 
his callous crime. Flossie Fear in her 
prison cell had nothing to look for- 
ward to, but to the day when she 
would testify against Adolph Berg, 
the guilty tool in a cold-blooded 
crime. 

WOMEN IN CRIME 



S*4*f to i*4cf ^<trd to faief Every Man Will Want This Beautiful 
4 Color Painted ZIPPER BILLFOLD With Gilt SAFETY CHAIN! 




Billfold has a built-in Pass Case and built-in Zipper Change Purse! 
Clavtr Safety Chain it dasifnad sa it can alia ba usad as a handy Kay Chain! 

You've never in your lifetime seen a Billfold and Gilt Safely Chain combination to compare with this 
latest Illinois Merchandise creation. You've never before seen such luxurious appearance, and such 
Billfold Styles "**' nones, " ,0 ~£ 0<M ' ness va '»"' al such a LOW PRICE! Exterior is of smart saddle leather embossed 
Ctnes wrfh Safety Chain It above vo,>r choice of 4 life-like illustrations in breath-taking colors. These colorful scenes can't rub off 

— they're stamped right into the leather itself. Billfold zips open "all-lhe-way-around" and has a 
riveted metal eyelet at one end where the Cilt Safety Chain is securely fastened. Inside is a built-in 
zipper change purse, a roomy currency compartment, a built-in pass case, also a spacious window 
pocket for your membership, cards. The Gill Safety Chain is designed especially for this Billfold. ItV 
long and flexible so you can carry Billfold in either the side or back pocket without interference. It's 
made extra sturdy to safeguard you against theft. A special self-locking device at the top fastens on 
to your belt or trousers. The spring lock at the bottom fits into eyelet of billfold but can also be die- 
engaged and the chain then worn as a key holder. However, don't wait! Order your Painted Zipper 
Billfold and Gitt Safety Chain Combination today while this low price offer is in effect. SEND NO 
MONEY! Just mail the handy order coupon below on our 10 day money back guarantee offer. We 
feel sure that you'll be so delighted with your Billfold and Chain Combination once you see it and 
many unusual features, lhat you'll want to order again for gifts to friends and relatives. 



SEND NO MONET! MAIL COUPON WITH YOUR STYLE CHOICE! 




Ovw 2 Million Satisfied Customers 




! ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE 
1 1227 Laycla Amm 
I Chlcaaa 16. Illinoii 
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Style $49— Sporting Scene 
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SAILING SHIP LAMP 



Yours 
For Only ^ 

Has a Oval Personality . 



*6*5 



SEND NO MONEY 

Merely send your name and address. Then pay 
postman only $6.95 plus postage. Or send cash 
and we pay postage. II not completely de- 
lighted return within 10 days for a 



* It's an exquisite lamp! 

* It's a handsome trophy! 

Your friends will gasp with admiration and delight when 
they see I his lovely chrome replica of an old fashioned 
Square-Rigger displayed on your mantlepiece. When 
the switch is snapped on this distinctive trophy, it glows 
with a warm red. green and amber hue. You must realty 
see this wonderful Ship Lamp to fully appreciate what 
an amazing value it is at only S6.9S. That's why we make 
you this amazing se-rti* offer.' Send for yours fodoy 
k, you feel thai you 
■fund your money. 

Check These Distinctive Features: 

* Glistening Chrome CeMtnKlfea * Complete With 6.1b and <«« 

* Arnwafk Hooe ftigqieg + Sod Amber, Red, mni 
The ld*ai Gift For Any Occaikm Green Lights 

Everyone who sees this exquisitely styled Ship Lamp wants one ol their 
very own. Thai's why we say— it you're looking for the perfect gift at a 
sensible price, here is the ideal answer lo your gift problems. 



AMERICAN MERCHANDISING COMPANY, INC., 9 Madison Avenue, Montgomery 4, Ala. Dept. si-14 



HERE'S REAL "BIG SHOT" FLASH 




I 



with YOUR OWN GOLD PLATED INITIAL and I 
gleaming simulated DIAMONDS at our amaz- 
ingly low price! Actually compares in appearance 
with rings selling irom $75 to $50 higher. Now you 
can appear to be as prosperous as many bankers 
and big city playboys who wear similar rings sell- 
ing lor hundreds of dollars. Why pay a fantastic 
sum? Order your own "personalized" initial ring 
now. Makes an ideal gift, too! 
SEND NO MONEY! lust send name, address and 
ring size. (String or slrip of paper will do.) Then 
pay postman only $3.98 plus 20% fed. tax and lew 
cents postage. Or send $4.78 and we pay postage. 
ACT NOW! Return in 10 days for relund if you don 'I 
agree it's the best ring buy you have ever seen. 

AMERICAN MERCHANDISING COMPANY, Inc. 

9 Madison Ave. Montgomery 4, Ala. Dept. IR 25 



NEW DIRECT MAIL PLAN SAVES YOU BIG MONEY! 



D E LUXE QUALITY SCOTCH PLAID 

7t6te AUTO SEAT COVERS 




We challenge companion because nowhere . 

will you get these tine seaf covers at our low price! Yes. 
thanks lo our amazing d irocf -f ro m- d i if dourer- ro-you plan, 
you can now own long-wearing DeLuxe Auto Seat Covers 
at half trie price you'd expect to pay. And don't let oui low 
price lead you lo confuse our line covers with inferior aula 
slip-covers being sold elsewhere. No indeed! These are 
top quality, DeLvxe Seat Covers master -tailored of rugged, 

wetter- repellent scotch -plaid fibre and richly groined leather- 
ette. Their smooth fit and handsome appearance will vastly 
improve the looks of your car, make it easy for you lo slide 
in and out, prolect your clothing and upholstery, and check 
driving discomfort. 

f, »d.» HOW TO ORDER 
.""™* SEAT COVERS 

STYLE CC Referring to your license card, list the moire, year, and model 

Coupe with of your car. Also give model number, body type. Aboslale 
2-pc. back. seat style ol your car as shown in illustrations at left. Put 
all information in coupon below and MAIL TODAY! 



SPECIAL! FOR CAR OWNERS WHO APPRECIATE THE REALLY GOOD THINGS IN LIFE! 





An out-of-this-world bargain in 
Super-Fit, Easy- To- In stall 

Custom Quality Seat Covers £ *6~° 

* Superb Mattriab * Skilled (roffsmoiwhip 

* Luxurious Beauty * Long-life Durability 



SEND NO MONEY 



Pay postman price of covers or- 
dered plus postage or send cash 
and we pay postage. If not com- 
pletely delighted return to us 
within S days for refund under 
our "you must be pleased — or 
your money -back" guarantee! 



AMERICAN MERCHANDISING CO.. Dept. FSC-42 
f ModiwHi Ave.. Montgomery 4. Ala. „„ .tmu* 

J Please rush me the following Seat Covers checked below: 
I □ PeUie QeajFfty front seat S3. 98 j DeLesa quality complete i 

| □ Ceefeet Qeelrry Ironl seat 6.50 Q Csitwn Qualify complete I 

I MAKE YEAR MODEX___ 

I Body Type _^Seat Style Q Style SA □ Style SB □ Style SC □ Style CA [ 
| Chock □ I am enclosing S . Skip setfoeM. 
| One □ ShipC.O.D. I'll pay poHmanf phu 

| Address 




Never Before At Such 
An Amazing Low Price ! 

BATTERY^^W 

m RADIO 



For 
Only 




Not a Toy But a Real Radio 



Ik Powerful 

VACUUM TUBE 
RECEPTION 



* Long Lit* 
BATTERY 
OPERATION 



* Costs Less Than lc Per Hour to Operate! 




The Magic Of Radio In The Palm Of Your Hand I 

Yes, it's here at last . . . Radio's mighty postwar 
battery midget ... at an almost unbelievable 
low price! Look at its streamlined cabinet of 
lovely, lustrous plastic ... so tiny you can hold 
it in the palm ot your hand. Listen to its rich 
fidelity ... so powerful you can tune in stations 
100 miles away. Once you hear it play you'll 
agree that this battery midget radio at only 
$6.95 is a postwar dream come true. Yes, 
astounding as it may sound, we will send your 
Modernalr battery radio complete with per- 
sonal earphone, powerful receiving tube and 
two batteries for only $6.95. However, our pres- 
ent supply is limited and we can guarantee 
immediate delivery only if you ACT NOW! 
CHreCK THESE ULTRA-MODERN FEATURES: 

* Streamlined Ivory Plastic Cabinet. 

* Highly-Selective Tuning Dial. 

* Picks Up Stations Within TOO Mile Radius. 

* Off-and-On Switch With Silver-Plated Points. 

* Private Earphone Prevents Disturbing Others. 

* Powerful HI-MU 114 Pentode Receiving Tube. 

* Two Long-Life Midget Batteries. 

* Patented Compression-Type Condenser. 

* Broadcast Reception 540 to 1600 Kilocycles. 
FACTORY GUARANTEED: Each radio checked 
and tested at the factory, and is fully guaranteed 
in writing for one full year against defective 
workmanship and material. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

You Risk Nothing! Merely clip this ad and mail 
it today. Then pay postman only $6.95 plus post- 
age on delivery. Or if you prefer, send cash, and 
we'll pay postage. We guarantee perfect recep- 
tion if used as directed. Order yours TODAY. 

AMERICAN MERCHANDISING COMPANY 

9 Madison Ave., Montgomery 4. Ala., Dept.MR-65 
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Tktet THE JACKET Tfmve Wanted. 



Men's ontyty95 



y\ Hurry! Quantities 



Are Limited 




You'll lore If! 

Take this jacket for carefree ease 
— and for that certain poise which 
being "in the know" on style gives 
you ! That new low hipline is a 
"flash" from the fashion front. 
Perky shoulders ! Suave yoke ! 
You will adore its smart distinc- 
tive lines . . . you will always 
enjoy its caressing warmth. It's 
tai lored of favorite Spun-Rite, 
justlv popular for its wear . . . 
for its beauty ! It will be your 
prop and mainstay, season in, 
season out. Select yours from one 
of these seasons latest shades: 
Camel Tan or Stop Red. Sizes 
12 to 20, 



Ideal for Sports-Leisure 



Here's a sturdy "he-man's" jacket 
of a thousand and one uses that 
will keep pace with the fastest tem- 
po of your busy day. Cut for real 
comfort of "Spun-Rite" — magically 
flexible, smartly tailored and col- 
orful as well as warm. Snappy 
yoked back. Harmonizing buttons 
for looks and wear. Grand, deep, 
saddle pockets. Seamed sides — so 
stride along as you will. You'll live 
in it from dawn 'til night. Choose 
Camel Tan with the following 
choice of harmonizing colors: For- 
est Green or Luggage Brown. 
Check your size from 36 to 46 on 
the order coupon to the right. No 
extra charge for over-size. 



SEND NO MONEY— RUSH THIS COUPON! 
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plainly 


LADY'S JACKET Bale Pttcw,|4:95 




'-ran' 


1 Stop 

1 nod 
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Combination Price tor 1 Man's and ^Lady's Jacket B OTH onl y $8.95 



MAN'S JACKET Halt 1 



I'lii'i'k color wanh>rl 



CHECK SIZE WANTED 

Lady's I2Q Id l6 D ,8 n 20 Q Man ' s 38 40 O 4z O M D 4i D 
MY TOTAL PURCHASE AMOUNTS TO; % , C. O. D. 





A PERFECT WRITING 
INSTRUMENT TO MEET 
YOUR EVERY WRITING NEED 

There's never been a merchandise bargain to compare with 
the "Triple Header" matching 3-piece Pen and Pencil set we 
here offer you. You can shop every store and bargain counter 
from coast to coast. We guarantee that you won't find the 
equal of this set anywhere for the sensationally low price of 
only $2.98 with YOUR NAME engraved on all three pieces. 
Why? Because this new, all-purpose Writing Trio offer is ex- 
clusive with us, made possible only because of our tremen- 
dous purchasing power and large volume direct-to-you 
method of distribution. Understand — you don't get just a 
fountain pen; or just a ball point pen, or just a mechanical 
pencil — even though the $2.98 price of this offer is less than 

USE THIS SET FOR 10 DAYS ON OUR MONEY-BACK OFFER! 

You'll marvel at the many writing advantages this new Writ- 
ing Trio gives you. The Fountain Pen is ideal for all your 
personal correspondence, signing checks, bookkeeping, etc. 
The Ball Point Pen, which rolls the ink on dry and writes up 
to a year without refilling, is perfect where extra carbon 
copies are needed or for addressing packages, marking fab- 
rics, signing duplicate receipts, etc. The Mechanical Pencil 
uses standard length leads which are propelled, repelled and 
expelled by a turn of the barrel. Pencil point is designed so 
lead is held in sure firm grip. There's no play, no wobble. 
But why not find out for yourself how good this "Triple 
Header" set really is; how much extra writing pleasure and 
convenience it will mean to you. Rush your order today on 
the handy coupon with the understanding that if you don't 
agree you've received America's outstanding 3-piece match- 
ing pen and pencil set value, you can return the set within 
10 days for full refund. 

MAIL COUPON TODAY 



You get this matching set 
complete with your NAME 
smartly ENGRAVED and 
in an attractive GIFT BOX 
as pictured above. 



you might ordinarily expect to pay for a good pen alone. 
Here, now, you get ALL THREE in a handsome matching 
set with g.jld effect band and clip, each piece beautifully 
engraved with your own name and delivered to you in a 
most attractive velour-like Gift Box. all for the ONE LOW 
PRICE of only $2.98. Here, in fact, is the kind of set you've 
always wanted, now priced so low you can't afford to be 
without it. 



Over 2 Million Satisfied Illinois Merchandise Mart Customers 



MAIL $1.00 DEPOSIT WITH THIS ORDER COUPON! 



ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 3603-C 
1227 Loyola Avenue, Chicago 26, Illinois 

□ Kncloised is $1.00. Rush me the new "Triple Header" Writing 
Trio with my name engraved as indicated below for the ('.O.D. 
balance of only SI. 98 plus few cents postage rhnrges on your 111 day 
money back guarantee offer. 

KNG RA V K THIS NAME ON MY SET 



(please print plainly) 



MY NAME 
ADDRESS . 



CITY ZONE . . . 

r*— 1 Enclosed is $2.98 in advance to sai 
I — I charges. Rush set to me engraved 
pos;::ge prepaid on your money-hack guarai 



. . STATE 

C.O.D. and shipping 
: Indicated above. Al! 



Dregs 4 Life 




